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LETTER I. 

Mrs Piozzi. 

April 15, 1790. 

Thank you, dearest Madam, for your kind 
letter ; die attention of those we love sooths and 
cheers the sorrowing heart. Many were the 
pangs I felt in an everli^ting separation froni 
him, by whose side I lived during so very many 
years. Let nie not, however, damp the glow of 
your animated and animating spirit, by unavailing 
descant on the mournful theme. Various con^ 
solations begin to insinuate their soft light into 
my bosom, and to meliorate and cliange the 
throbs of anguish into sighs of tender regret, and 
ever-wakeful remembrance. 

Mr Sayille has written to me of the polite at- 
tention with which you and Mr Piozzi have ho- 
noured him. From my earliest youth, I have 
lived in the iiabit of pt^serving his natqrally fine 



4 LETTER I. 

talents, cultivated by classic erudition; the ge- 
nerosity of his spirit, and the uncommon benevo- 
lence and singleness of his heart. They do credit 
to his profession, and render him worthy the 
friendship of the ingenious and the good. 

I smile at the excess of my dear Mrs Piozzi's 
politeness, when she tells me that my observations 
on Dr Darwin's splendid poem will instruct her. 
Without a hope so proud, and, if I had enter- 
tained it, so vain, I proceed to tell her that it ap- 
pears to me the masterly result of a creative, ele- 
vated, and brilliant imagination, in whose gems 
i^o sullying veins of inelegance are found, — that I 
think the numbers more highly polished, of more 
grand and more spirited harmonies even thap 
Pope's ; that I apprehend this superior majesty of 
spuqd is occasioned by the frequent trochaic ac- 
cent on the first syllable of the lines, and its su« 
perior spirit by their frequently commencing with 
a verb active ; though J confess that w)iat is gaiq- 
^d in force and grandeur by th^se habits, is lost in 
ease. Simplicity ^ms the only grace that n[iay not 
be found in this poem ; but the subject, having 
no natural interest for the understanding or the 
passions, it was necessary to clothe it in the most 
goi^eous hues of imagery, and the most studied 
magnificence of language. They were all at the 
command of this poet Being composed of short 



descriptions^ and, by its simili^ litid allusions^ 
highly ingenious and ^itertainibgy though not al- 
ways Very apposite^ the book inay, without injury 
to itd tlaimsi upon the attention, but rather to 
their advantage, be alternately laid aside and re- 
sumed. ** The intellectual, like the corporeal 
eye, is soon fatted by gazing on eminences, glit- 
tering with the sun, and turns aching away to ver- 
dure, or seeks repose upon masses of shadow."-*- 
In fine, the riches of the historic, mythologies and 
fabulous allusions, the extreme felicity with which 
the mechanism of the ancient and modeim aits is 
brought to the eye, entitle their master to a very 
high pkce in the temple of the British miises. 

Though modem novels are, in general, my aver- 
sion, yet I find many charms in Julia. Certainly 
Helen's style in prose bears no proportionate ex- 
cellence to that of her charming poetry ; and this 
if ork is barren of incident, her preface anticipat- 
ing whdt little plot there is. But the chanictefs 
,are finely drawn: The similies appear to me 
muth too frequent, and to give stiffii^s to the 
style. Without metaphor there is no spirit ; in* 
deed genius cannot write without it ; but set simi- 
lies, often introduced, do not become familiar 
lind narrative pi-ose. The first ode, to poetry, 
enchants me; it is often sublime, and everywhere 
iNMUttiful. The sonnets are sweet atid iliteresting j 
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they delight me from the ingenuity of the tkoughts^ 
even thou^ some of them have the defect of ille^ 
gitiiiiacy ; and though all of them want the cha- 
racteristic excellence of a sonnet, by the sanse 
being carried on to the end of the line, excluding 
the varied pause, which, undulating through th^ 
lines, produces that impressive energetic grace^ 
the glory of those few best of Milton's sonnets ;-^ 
and they are surely the models of that species of 
writing. 1 wish the linnet and thrush v^^s had 
been away, — ^such subjects are beneath the ele- 
vated talents of our frioad,— dhe should leave 
them to the minor poets. Helen is also a little 
out in her zoology — ^the linnet, complimented in 
this work as the feathered songster latest silent, 
is, in reality, mute one of the earliest. He is the 
bird of spring, seldom sings in autumn — ^it is the 
robin that pipes his sweet requiem to its expiring 
graces. She speaks also of the various notes of 
the blackbird. Mr Piozzi could tell h& that 
they are very few in number, though melodious^ 
soft, and full. It is the lark and nightingale that 
give us the various songs. 

Ah! no, my dear Madam, Bath or LfOfidoo 
would be much too gay a scene for me. T)ie 
local spells of the Close of Lichfield, formed by 
the remembrance of past happiness, are too 
powerful for me to break. My extreme attadi^ 
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flMit to dushoute, in wfaidi I lunre lived since I 
was durteed years ok!, and the generous moderap 
tion of my episcopal landlord, tempt me to tiy if 
I cannot remain in it. It will require my Utmost 
frugality to make my modenUe income, not quite 
amounting to four hundred pounds -per anntti, 
support the inevitable expence of so spatious a 
dwelling. Bath and London joulnies are ill-cal- 
culated to such a plan. I must content myself 
widi admking and loving you all at a distance. 

Sophia expressing a desire, in her last, to know 
my opinion of our Helen's novel, I take the li- 
berty of leaving this letter open for her perusal ; 
from the, alas ! sevete scarcity of my leisure. 

AcHieu, dear Mrs Piozzi ! My best regards to 
him you best love. Believe me always yours. 



LETTER IL 



Miss Weston. 

Jpril 9, 1790. 

Justly, dear Sophia, do you term my late 
ifierings ^ pangs of nature. They were most 
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keen^ aiid might have been fatal, had not a plenty 
oug efiiisicm from my temples, by leeches, as^ 
stiag^ the new. and intolerable shooting paini^ 
li'bich had seized my braib. I believe bodily, sue- 
ceding tO; inenUdl togiiisbi. is often of use to the 
latter ; and I think it proved so to me. Since my 
mind has recovered the pow^r of employing it- 
self, business has, in some degree, dispersed the 
shades of dejection^^yet still there are hours !r— 
Time will, I trust, more and more assuage the 
selfish regret of my deprivations, assisted by that 
blessed hope which draws the sting of death, and 
robs the grave of its victory. 

Though, during those hours in which this 
stroke was descending, and through some which 
elapsed after it had fallen, my heart longed fo^ 
the consolation of Giovanni's sympathy, yet I soon 
became thankful that he was spared the participa- 
tion of circumstanced ^hich must have borne 
haid upon his sensibility. He writes to me with 
thankful pleasure for y6u^ late kind attentions to 
him. 

Tou know I always dike divest myself of per- 
sonal partiality, and of personal dislike, to authors, 
whfen I comm'^nt upon their works. Solicitousi 
for the literary honour of the age, in whith I live, I 
open every ttew publicatioii that I think it worth 



^. 
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iffkSle ta open, with a warm desire to be pleased ; 
prepared to admire and to ohjecti as my abstract- 
ed feelings shall be impressed^ and as my unbias- 
sed judgment shall dictate. 

Unwilling to believe it, possible that a novel 
should be written by Mr Hayley, without bearing 
a much higher reputation than seemed possessed by 
Cornelia, and having no time to waste upon no- 
vels which are not very first-rate, I did not seek 
diis with assiduity. Last week, and not till then, 
chance .threw it in my way. It appears to me a 
woi'k often illuminated with rays of wit and pic« 
turesque imagination ; evidendy written by a per- 
son of learning, from its richness in classic allu- 
sions, and in poetic quotations ; but the author is 
so muth K mannerist, that every different person- 
age of the novel writes and spe^s in precisely the 
same style — a style loaded with epithets, and in 
everlasting recurrence-^'' the dear, delightful, dain- 
ty widow;" — " the lively, interesting, enchanting 
Seymour ;" — or " the rash, demoted, abominable 
Seymour;" — " the dear, feelings heroic little Wil- 
liain ;" — '' the delicate, devout^ incomparable 
Guliaha;" — ^* the muscular, luxuriant, glowing 
Caroline." In short, scarce a name mentioned 
through the woric, without three epithets prefixed 
-^which all the chiuracters bestow, as if by cotn-> 
pact| upon eadi other. 
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The exalted conduct of Cornelia required that 
every possible d^nity should be thrown around 
her. I lost all patience at the impertinent fami- 
liarity with which alike the lover and her friends 
talk of the dear dainty widow, in di^usting ap- 
plication of the f(>oli^ song's burden, 

*' O she's a dainty widow — ^widow* 

That a love-sick miss should give her swain th^ 
romantic epithet enchanting, would be nothing 
strange ; but that the grave and reverend Audley^ 
the philosophic Edwardi and indeed every soul of 
them, should talk for ever about the enchanting 
Seymour, is surely very unnatural ; — most of all, 
when Edward, conveying the dead body of Sey^ 
mour back to England, observes — " the enchant** 
ing Seymour, even in his coffiii,^ &c. How ill 
that gay enamoured appellation suits the mention 
of die solemn receptacle, every heart, I should 
suppose, must feel. 

The only part of thi^ novel, often so ingenious, 
yet, on the whole, so tiresome — the only part that 
took strong hold upon my passions, was Guliana's 
solemn visit to the buried corse of her loveri 
It is very fine. 

Three times, in the progress of this work, is 
expectation excited violently, and sees its jlabourr 
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ii^ mountain delivered of a mouse ; — ^first, in the 
promised atofiiement for the girl's bad taste in hef 
blacksmith; next^ in the mysterious manner in 
which Seymour abruptly quits Cornelia, upon an 
avowed secret plan, which is never explained at 
all, since the important interview is the result of 
an unforeseen circumstance; and, lastly, in the 
person of the unknown who corresponds with 
Cornelia, and who, after our being led to expect 
shall prove some very interesting person of the 
drama, already known to the reader, comes out to 
be a brother of Louisa's, which brother we had 
never heard of before. 

Upon a review of these absurdities, we must 
either conclude, that it is not Mr Hayley's, or be 
sorry that so illustrious a writer should stoop to 
the frivolous taste of the age, and attempt a line 
of writing, to which his genius can have no bias, 
br much greater excellence would have been the 
tesult. 

Giovanni told me, in a late letter, how kindly 
you rejoiced in my attempt to save myself the 
pangs of quitting this dear scene ; but I am afraid 
wisdom points to the nutshell mansion, promising 
many excursive pleasures from thence, which 
discretion cannot allow to a palace residence^ 
with an income so limited. 
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April JOM. 

* Last night, dear Sophia, Giovanni returned 
safe to his home^ his family, and his friends. 
Accept my best thanks, for the kind letter he has 
brought me from you. 

Its warm-hearted plan is replete with gratifica- 
tion and indulgence to every wish I could form 
for an expedition to town. Under your auspices, 
the powers of friendship and harmony put on 
their very strongest attractions. I sigh that the 
re^ellant forces are armed with irresistible cir- 
cumstances, which it would be fruitless to enn- 
^ierate. 

I am most willing to confide in the truth of 
your pencil, that describes charmmg Mrs Pioz- 
zi in colours so amiable. My inclinations felt 
every disposition in her favodi*, till certain cir- 
cumstances appeared to me as wearing an ap- 
pearance of cold neglect towaids our Bath 
friends, who lovfed her so much ; but conclude 
they aros^ from mutual misconstruction. 

Human hea[rts and human intellects present 
parodoxes on every side. None appear more 
strange to me, thati when a woman of your fine 
talents, Sophia, speaks with cold contempt of 
that science which, through all ages/ has beeit 
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the convoy of every thing that is great and beau- 
tiful from the human soul ;— when you pjofeaa 
not to consider it as a subject worth much at- 
tention, thoi^h you may nctw and then take a 
£mcy to some of its effusions. Th^ cqnfession 
5lppears stranger still, from recollecting how of- 
tisn you devote the most eager attentioq to the 
frothy pages of a modem novel ;— rhow raptu- 
rously you wrote about that to me insipid r(^ 
mance, the Adelaide de Courcy ! 

Since my last letter containecl no reflections 
upon your want of taste for ipy favourite species 
of poetry, the grave Miltonic sonnet, I wonder 
you choose to yiliify it to me, by so uncharacte- 
ristic a definition, to call it a rough rumbling 
composition of fourteen lines. I flatter myself, 
that my ear and taste, so long devoted to the stu- 
dy of poetic harmonies, are incapable of liking a 
rough rumbling composition, whfitever title it 
may assupae. 

But why falk I of th^se matters to one who 
professes herself indifierent about them ? The 
roimd of company and dissipation in which you 
are involved, leave you little leisure for intel- 
lectual discrimination. When I reflect upon the 
strong and brilliant talents you received from na- 
ture, I sigh over your passion for cards and 
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crowds; but whatever be your pursaitSi may 
peace, cheerftilness, joy, health, and prosperity be 
the result ! My heart is fully sensible of your 
kindness to me on a thousand accomils. It was 
infinitely kind to wish, not only to receive my 
troublesome self, but Giovanni's dear Elizabeth, 
lit the approaching Abbey music. She is grateful 
to you for that desire, and for the beautiful nose- 
gay you sent her. 

Dear friend, I am far from well ; my nerves 
are injured by my late anxieties and sorrows. It 
is in tranquil scenes only that they are likely to 
recover their tone. Since Mrs Weston spared 
you to Bath last spring, and to Margate last 
summer, I should hope she might spare you to 
Lichfield, if you could persuade yourself to en- 
dure the stupidity of a provincial town, lately 
accustomed to gayer and more interesting scenes. 

How severely is the spring repressed by these 
fierce east winds, after having been nursed into 
prem)E(ture bloom, by the hybemal mildness ! 



** The odorous diaplet 

Worn by old Winter on his icy crown,' 



»» 



Makes us grieve the more to see die vernal gar- 
lands thus nipt. 
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Yoa eipect to be duurmed hy the Abbey inu- 
^icy and channed you will be ; but the chorussea 
are its. great ybr^; there is an inevitable air of 
aMi^re contrast to them in the 8ong9. No single 
human voice can sufficiently fill a space so im- 
mense, or iq>peary after die cborusses, more' than 
*8 & gurgling rill near die fsdls of Nii^;a|ra« 
Adieu! 



LETTER III. 

Miss Williams. 

Jpril2l, 1789. 

Much and various is the kindness for which 
I have to thank you, my dear Miss Williams ; 
for your consoling sympathy, for the desire you 
express for our spefsdy meetmg in town, and your 
acceptable present ; the last effusions diat ^one 
in the public eye, from an imagination, of which 
genius and beauty are the constant associates. 

I am pleased with many things in these vo- 
lumes*, and charmed widi others ; virith the son- 

* Jnliay a novel by thit Lidy. 
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nets, notwithstanding the illegitimacy of some of 
Ihem, and the absience in all of that varied pause, 
which appears to me the characteristic grace of 
that order of verse ; with the sweet little pennve 
elegies, which look back to the banks of tke 
i^van, breathing very beautifully, that local tenr 
derness which is so d^u* to my taste ; — and above 
all, with that very fine ode on the power of poe- 
try. The characters in this novel are drawn witii 
great spirit and truth. 

Perhaps I should speak to you of some things 
I less like in this ingenious work, if I thought 
you liked that analy^g ingenuousness, with 
which I have written to you of your former pub- 
lications. Taking no notice of those observa- 
tions, I conclude you thought them superfluous 
and immaterial. Else it is my rule, when I write 
to authoi*s, whose compositions I think worth in- 
vestigation, to prove the sincerity of my praise by 
a confession of those general features, or particu- 
lar passages of the composition, which appear to 
me less admirable. 

If Cornelia is Mr Hayley's, it is surely far be- 
low the level of his talents, though it is, in some 
respects, as much above that of ordinary pens. 

It is true, my dear Miss Williams, the exis- 
tence of him, whose death yet sits heavy on my 
heart, had been long destitute of all corporeal 



L^TTEE lit. 17 

and intellectual energy ; but it is a state of severe 
sufierii^ alone, which, thank God, his was no^ 
that can banish the yearning regrets of affection 
fcHT the loss of even the most fiided and imperfect 
resemblance of what once was. 

I am, however, most thankful, that the heart- 
dear, gratifications of protecting, comforting, and 
caressn^ that desolated form so long were mine ; 
since die desolation, though almost total, was not 
to himself drear. Pain seldom visited his weak 
and calmly torpid frame, and never his mind during 
several past years; one period, of about two 
years excepted, in which his failing memory 
about his property, made him perpetually fancy- 
ing that he had none, and was become poor ; ex- 
cept in that interval, his life had been happy 
above the common lot. No unpleasing circum- 
stances ever dwelt upon his joyous imagination. 

That dread of dissolution, so natural to every 
hnman being, on the startlii^ symptoms of its ap- 
proach, was to him precluded by the gathering 
mists upon his intellects, ^ich veiled the pros- 
pect of the grave. 

The pleasure he took in my attendance and 
caresses, survived till within the three last 
monidis, amidst the general wreck of sensibility. 
His reply to my itiquiries after his health, was 

vot. 111. B 
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always " Pretty well, iiiy darling;" and when I 
gave him his food and his wine, — ^^ That's my dar- 
ling/' with a smile of comfort and delight, inex- 
pressibly dear to my heart. I often used to ask 
him if he loved me, his almost constant answer, — 
^ Do I love my own eyes ?" 

These pleasures are past, dear Miss Williams, 
and their recollection is yet too mournfully im- 
pressed, to admit an idea of mixing soon with the 
gay and busy world. Adieu ! Yours faithfully* 
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Edward Jerningham, Esq. 

Jpril 3, 1790. 

I WISH the compositions in question were 
more worthy the honour of your solicitude ; but 
to print them by single volumes, would be dying 
by inches, from the anxiety and dread I feel in 
publishing. Settling my father's affairs, with the 
daily-recurring duties of my pen, not without im- 
politeness to be omitted, must engross my atten- 
^on for a long time. I am far from being well. 
Indbposition disarms exertion, and renders the 



LEtTElt IV. tg 

wish of tranquillity an Aaron's rod in the bosom, 
swallowing up every other desire. 

Respecting the illustrious martyr of benevo- 
lence — surely hisapotheosb has been long since 
given! 



^ To that bright virtue's atmofft scope 
His ardent aim did Hayley raise. 

As higby as mortal band may hope 
To shoot the glittering shaft of praise. 



»> 



And shall I presume to shoot in that strong bow i 
One of the noblest odes our language boasts, in 
the first volume of Mr Hayley's poems, must have 
escaped your attention, or you had felt that the sub- 
ject, rich as it is, has been exhausted. 

With a grateful sense of your partiality in my 
favour, I remain your faithful and obedient ser- 
vant. 



to LETTER V. 



LETTER V. 

To Mr CouRTENAY, on his Pamphlet entitled 
Philosophical Reflections on the 
LATE Revolutions in France. 

May 17, 1790. 

I AM extremely gratified by the recedt proof 
you have now given me that I live in your remem- 
brance. 

I love genius, wit, and spirit, and knowledge, 
too well not to be charmed ;(vith your pamphlet; 
and peace and order too much not to be almost 
frightened at it; for, on my word, the irony cuts 
deep, and respect for our boasted constitution, as 
we read, bleeds at every vein. You are just such 
a champion for subordination, kingship, and 
episcopacy, as Mr Hayley for ancient virginity. 
Bishops, nobles, monarchs, and old maids, may 
cry out to you both, 

'' An open foe may prove a cone. 
Bat a pretended friend is worse." 

We have our political grievances ; but by no means 
of so oppressive a nature as those which justified the 

4 
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exertions of France. They wUl be much for her 
happiness and glory, if she uses her victory with 
wisdom and justice — but, I am afraid, that does 
not seem probable from the present aspect of her 
affairs. 

Your mock censure must give great triumph to 
the dissenters; your sarcastic commendation no 
small umbrage to the hierarchy; but let plump 
canons slumber in their stalls,-^ 

^ The sunt in crape be twice a saint in lawn ;" 

-r— let sour presbytery growl on in exclusion, ere 
democratic indignation overwhelm the peace of 
diis country ! 

I am particularly pleased with that passage in 
this humorous tract which ridicules the ruin of 
politeness by the extirpation of monarchy. The 
simile that closes it, appears to me perfectly new, 
and ingenious in the first d^ree. I almost grudge 
it to prose. 

With much esteem, 1 remain. Sir, your faithful 
and obliged servant. 
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LETTER VI. 

H. Gary, Esq. 

May 18, 1790. 

In the fortnight which has elapsed since I had 
the pleasure of hearing from you, my friend, I 
hope you have discovered some congenial spirits, 
who rove academic bowers with dispositions suit- 
ed to the purposes for which they were reared ^ 
The sons of vice and frivolity will affect to de- 
spise you for pursuits so far nobler tlian their 
own ; but, when your genius and application shall 
have distinguished you in the public exercises, 
they will be taught to feel their o\iii comparative 
littleness, and involuntarily revere what they are 
too stupid to emulate. 

I see you, in my mind's eye, wandering solitary 
on the banks of the Cberwell, whose coy graces 
the picturesque muse of Mr T. Warton has 80 
beautifully described. I wish you could procure 
the honour of an introduction to him. You know 
I am an enthusiast about his writings, in despite 
of my indignation at bis observing that Milton 
b^ a bad ear. MiUon ! whose measures are so 
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Tarious, SO grand, so dulcet, so undulating, so ex- 
qiusitely graceful, except when diey assume judi- 
cious harshness for picturesque purposes ! 

You will find inclosed a letter recommending 
you to Mr Croft Adieu, Yours. 



LETTER VIL 

Mr Birkbeck*. 

May 20, 1790. 

Sir,— The passage upon which you question 
me, is inii note to one of Major Andre's three 
letters, published with the monody I wrote upon 
his death. Previous to that publication, I showed 
diese letters to my father, who observed, that he 
was mistaken in supposing the name Lichfield 
meant the field of blood ; — " that its true mean- 
ing was the field of dead bodies, alluding to a 
battle fought between the Romans and the Bri- 
tish Christians io the Diocletian Persecution, 
where the latter were massacred — ^that the three 
slain kings, with their burying-place, Barrowcap^ 
Hill, near the town, and the cathedral,- in a miqia-' 

* Hartford, near Blandford, Dorset, 
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ture^ fonn the arms of the city ; that Lich is still a 
word in use, bearing the same meaning; the 
church-yard gates, through which funerals pass, 
being called Lich-gates, vulgarly Light-gates/' 
This is certainly the received tradition of this 
place. The city-arms, as above described, are 
now over the town-hall, in rude sculpture ; and the 
remains of ancient tumuli are yet visible upon 
Barrowcap-Hill, rising in the outskirts of the 
town. Your letter induced me to apply to Mr 
Buckeridge of this place, a gentleman learned in 
ancient history. He says there are many evi- 
dences of a massacre of the Christians in the 
Diocletian Persecution, which is universally sup- 
posed to have given the city its name, Lichfield, 
meaning the field of dead bodies. But he thinka 
the tradition fabulous respecting the battle and 
the kings ; observii^, that a battle supposes re- 
sistance; but how, says he, could an unarmed 
company of devotees resist or defend themselves 
against a Roman soldiery ? 

Mr Buckeridge has been, so obliging to fur- 
nish me with references to the historians who; 
mention this massacre, as follow : ^^ Vide Bedae 
Historiam, Paris edition^ 1681, page S3. See also, 
in the same author, an account of the life, death, 
and sepulture of Saint Chad, page IQI-Q, which 
19 worth reading. I will transcribe;" he adds; 
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. ''.two or three lines : * Habuit autem sedem Epis* 
copalem, in loco qui vocatur Lycid-feid, in quo, 
et defiinctus et sepultus est; ubi usque hodie, 
sequentium quoque provincial illius epbcopo- 
rum sedes est*' Vide Plot's history of Staf« 
forddure, page 398, who, giving a pretty full ac- 
count of the massacre of the Christians, says, 
* finding them in the exercise of their religion, 
he took and carried them to the place M'here 
Lichfield now stands, and martyred one thousand 
of them there, leaving their bodies unbuiied, to 
be devoured by birds and beasts; whence the 
place still retains the name of Lichfield, or Cadar 
Terum Campus, the .field of dead bodies; the 
city having, for their device, an escutcheon, with 
many martyrs in it, in several manners mangled/ 

*^ Vide Saxon Chronicle, published by Gibson, 
1692, latter part, page 34. 

^' JAcetfeldf — Lichfield, by Ingulphus and 
Huntii^don ; — Licethfeld, by Simon Dunelm ; — 
Lachesfeld, according to Gervasius ; — ^Lichefelde, 
by Bromton, and Lychfeld, by Knighton, u e. 
says he (Gibson) ut nonnullis visum, Cadaverum 
Campus (Field of Dead Bodies,) et si alii malunt 
interpretare Campum Irriguum, ab aqua qua in 
duas partes urbs divisa est hodie Lichfeld, in agro 
Staffordiensi. 

^' Vide the accurate historian, Dr Heylin's Help 
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to History, published by Paul Wright, B. D. 
1773, page 281, says, 

^' Lichfield, the chief city of Staffordshire, 
signifieth, in the old Saxon tongue, the Field of 
Dead Bodies ; so called, from a number of Chiis- 
tian bodies which lay massacred and unburied 
there, in the persecution raised by Diocletian. 
It is situated in a low and moorish ground, on a 
shallow pool, by which it is divided into two 
parts, but joined together by a bridge and causey 
both together, making a city of indifferent big- 
uess.'^ More evidences might be collected were 
they necessary ; vide Leiand, and Warton's Ang^ 
lia Sacra/' I am, Sir, your humble servant. 



LETTER Vm. 

Thomas Christie, Esg. 

July 1, 1790. 

Yes, my kind friend, Heaven has at length de- 
prived me of that dear parent to whom I was 
ever most tenderly attached, and whose infirmi-^ 
tieS; exciting my hourly pity, increased the pangs 
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of final separation. It was in vain that my rea- 
son reproached the selfishness of my sorrow. 

I cannot receive, as my due, the praise you so 
lavish upon my filial attentions. Too passionate 
was my affection to have had any merit in devot- 
ing myself to its duties. All was irresistible im- 
pulse. I made no sacrifices, for pleasure lost its 
nature and its name, when I was absent from him. 
I studied his ease and comfort, because I delight- 
ed to see him cheerful ; and, when every energy 
of spirit was sunk in languor, to see him tranquil. 
It was my assiduous endeavour to guard him from 
every pain, and every danger, because his suffer- 
ings gave me misery, and the thoughts of losing 
him anguish. 

And thus did strong affection leave nothing to 
be performed by the sense of duty. I hope it 
would have produced the same attentions on my 
part ; but I am not entitled to say that it would, or 
to accept of commendation for tenderness so in- 
voluntary. 

It gives me pleasure that your prospects are so 
bright. A liberal and extended commerce may 
be as favourable to the expansion of superior 
abilities as any other profession ; and it is certain- 
ly a much more cheerful employment than that 
of medicine. The humane physician must have 
his quiet perpetually invaded by the sorrows of 
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^ose \rho look anxiously up to him for relief, 
which no human art can^ perhaps, administer. 

I have uniformly beheld, widi reverence and 
delight, the efforts of France to throw off the 
iron yoke of her slavery ; not the less oppressive 
for having been bound with ribbands and lilies. 
Ill betide the degenerate Eiq^Udi heart that does 
not wish her prosperity. 

You ask me after Mrs Cowley. I have not 
the pleasure of her acquaintance — but am fami- 
liar with her ingenious writings. This age has 
produced few better comedies dian her's. 

You are very good to wish to see me in Lon- 
don ; but I have no near view of going thither. 
You will be sorry to hear that I have lost my 
health, and am oppressed with symptoms of an 
hereditary and dangerous disease. 

Lichfield has been my home since I was seven 
years old — this house since I was thirteen ; for I 
am still in the palace, and do net think of moving 
at present. It is certainly much too large for my 
wants, and for my income ; yet is my attachment 
so strong to the scene, that I am tempted to try, 
if I recover, what strict economy, in other respects, 
will do towards enabling me to remain in a man- 
sion, endeai'ed to me as the tablet on which the 
pleasures of my youth ai^ impressed, and the 
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images of those that are everlastingly absent. 
Adieu. Yours« 



LETTER IX. 

, Mbs Hayley. 

July 27, 1790. 

I AM much obliged by my dear Mrs Hayley's 
kind letter, and by the welcome design it announces, 
of favouring me with her company ; but I hope 
she will not limit her stay to the couple of days 
die mentions. 

Thank you for the kind sympathy you express 
m my filial regrets, and in my loss of health. 
.The affection for my father, which was ever very 
|>assi(mate, pity had so much increased as to more 
than balai^ce, in the scale of sorrow, the con- 
sciousness of bodily and mental decay which so 
long preceded his death. Alas ! there is a wide 
difference between words, m which we miss the 
vigour of the understanding, and everlasting si- 
lence. 

Your observation, that wonian is never so per- 
manently dear to any man as to her father, is ge- 
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nerally just, and excepdons perfaiqw are few* It 
18 difficult even for diose who feel passion to di9- 
di^^h it from affection. The difference b sel- 
dom known till the former is lost in unrestrained 
gratification. Men are rarely capable of pure 
unmixed tenderness to any fellow-creature except 
their children. In general, even the best of them, 
give their friendship to their male acquaintance^ 
and their fondness to dieir ofispring. For their 
mistress, or wife, they feel, during a time, a. ten- 
derness more ardent, and more sacred ; a friend- 
ship softer and more animated. But this inex- 
plicable, this fascmating sentiment, which we un- 
derstand by die name of love, often {Npoves an 
illusion of die imagination ; — a meteor dmt mis- 
leads her who trusts it, vanishing when she has 
followed it into poob and quicksands, where 
peace and liberty are swallowed up and lost. 
By observations like diese, your friend b perfect- 
ly reconciled to her ^ sii^le blessedness;" so 
Shakespeare calb old-maidism — but it b, periiaps, 
too proud and boastful a term i 

<< Who dreuuB, ahs! ofbleaBedBCBB below? 
The hope-flnhM enteier on the st«ge of life. 
The youth to kaowledge nnchMliiwi by sorrow!** 

Adieu ! Adieu. 
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LETTER X. 

David Samwel, Esq. 

Jugmt 16, 1790. 

Sir, — I am very sorry for the death of your 
gallant, accomplished, and virtuous friend. Cap- 
tain Trevanen, your associate under that beuevo- 
lent hero Captain Cook ; — sorry also that my aor* 
row must be fruitless ; — ^yet assure yourself, were 
it in my power, I should have real and great sa- 
tisfaction in obliging you, to whom I am mysdf 
so much obliged ; — but, with me, every exertion 
and power of the imagination is insurmountably 
impeded by an oppressive and dangerous disease 
upon my lungs, which allows me no breath but 
what I obtain by effort, and makes my life re- 
semble the existence of the dying. My physi- 
cians, finding my disease baffle the power of me- 
dicine, order me to the searside. I am preparing 
to set out, with much reluctance, to leave my 
home, and with little hope from my banishment. 

You are too partial to me, in supposing it in 
my power to perpetuate the memory of the lost 
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Trevanen. So little value did the society, ^hich 
struck a medal in honour of Captain Cook, set 
upon my poem on his death, that, M^hile they 
avowedly presented one to every person who had 
taken public interest in his fate and virtues ; while 
they gave Mr Green of this town a medal, merely 
for having, displayed, in his museum, some relics 
of those illustrious voyages, they took no notice of 
me. 

Nothing can be more interesting than your 
description of your deceased friend ; — a voluntai^ 
victim, in the prime of his days, to the ambition 
of the empress ; — ^yet, I confess, my sense of right 
and wrong always revolted against the idea of a 
man hazarding his life in the service of any coun- 
try but his own— I mean in promoting its ambi- 
tious views of extended empire. 

Adieu, Sir ! and believe me always your oblig- 
ed friend and servant. 
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LETTER XL 

Mbs Hayley. 

Jugust 29, 1790. 

My dear Madam,— ^I am happy to hear that 
Mr Hayley's excursion has been delightful to 
him, and- gratified by the kind wbhes of your last 
for my recovery. 

A few days respite from violent oppression on 
my breadiy induced me to venture one morning's 
performance at Birmingham. Perhaps a vaporish 
idea, that it might be the last time I should have 
an opportunity of hearing the sublime Messiah, 
increased the desire of this excursion. 

The thick air of Birmii^ham sat heavy on my 
lungs; but die dawn of a morning, fortunately 
cool, enabled me to enjoy the highest possible in- 
tellectual feast, with little alloy from corporal un- 
easiness. The oratorio was finely performeil, 
thoi^h I never can like to hear it opened by a wo- 
man, even when that woman is Mara. The 
female tones want majesty for that solemn recita- 
tive. . , 
. VOL. III. e 
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Not daring to trust my animalities with the in« 
tense heats of the theatre, I went instantly to my 
excellent friend Lady Carhampton's pretty retreat, 
two miles firom Birmingham. There she lives, 
dispensing die pleasures of hospitable kindness, 
and the blessings of attentive and extensive chari- 
ty, after a life of splendour, deeply embittered by 
filial ingratitude. I was received by herself and 
her friend, with that animated welcome which can 
alone render absence from home desirable to a 
being so domestic as myself. Adieu. Yours. 
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Rev. Peter Homer. 

Oct. 5, 1790. 

Sir, — ^I thank you for your poetical present^ 
the translations from Metastasio. They are a va- 
luable little work ; deserve a larger type, a greater 
expence of paper, and an higher price. They 
are often correct and elegant in their expression, 
and tuneful in their numbers. Permit me. Sir, 
to express my surprise and regret, that the ear 
which constructed such lovely, such exquisite. 
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such nev^-exceeded lines as the foUowing, should 
often till immeasorably beneadi dieir excellence : 

" O, fool! tfaak I should strive ttie seai to sow. 
Or tnist to sons the dissohible snow I 
For sore she tmsts the son, and sows the sea. 
Who hopes return of constancy from thee.** 

We can scarce believe that the author of them 
should endure the stiff inversion, the harsh car 
denee, aind, forgive if I say, inelegant construction 
of so large a portion of the verses ; — should ad- 
dress the subject of hb eulogy in the second and 
third person promiscuously, nay, even in the same 
sentences. It is a liberty vi^hich our correct poets 
never take. I wish that you, who can write so 
well, would use the same discipline with your 
muse, that I have endeavoured to use with mine, 
and then she would not talk of a lady '' 'teaching 
her tress to flow,'^ instead of her tresses. You 
were not aware that this license of .expression^ 
trivial as it may seem, is obnoxious to the most 
ludicrous idea ; that it irresistibly presents to the 
imi^ination a bald head, from which one solitary 
lock depends. 

You bespeak my candour. Candour has al- 
.ways to me appeared to consist in being ingenu- 
ous. What says Prior, when he describes the 
shottld-be of artists' conduct to each other t 
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<< PiqMd I7 PkvtesoKs' 
Fron C« to Rhodes Apdks cme i 
To see a mad and a fiieod, 
IVepaPd to cenBoie and eonsiend ; 
Here to aboohrey and there object, 
Ab art WI01 cmdoar oaepit dbntL^ 



When an author, like yourself, shews diat he can 
write finely, and yet freqoendy writes ill, it 18 the in- 
terest of envy to praise indiscriminately ; that he may 
continue to mix the sullyii^ drop with his gold 
so largely, as to rob his fame of its currency. 
I am. Sir, your obliged and obedioit servant. 



LETTER Xin. 

Mrs Maktin. 

Oct. 27, 1790. 

I coNGBATUiJiTE you upon the efiiscts of yoor 
tea ; and hope it will continue ite Lucinian 
powers. Peifaaps you are not eqough an heathen 
to understand the epithet — ^to kno^ that Lucina 
is the goddess of child-bearing, whose protection 
it was ustial to invoke in the days of Pi^anism. 

Your caro sposo, lAo broij^t me diis fink- 
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fill mtel%eiice, looked very weD^ though his step , 
was not perfectly militaire. Seeing him since 
you have seen him, and leaving you, as he did, 'm 
a but recovering gout, you vrill be glad to hear of 
his good looks. 

My health b considerably better since my ex- 
cursion into Shropshire. I ventured to one of 
the morning music festivals at Shrewsbury, and 
heard Mr Saville open the Messiah with a pathos, 
an energy, and a grace that none ever excelled, 
and which I never heard equalled. 

Our little city is about to lose its celestial cha- 
racteristic of neither marrying, nor being given in 
marris^e. The torch of Hymen has already 
blazed for Lord Donegall, as the papers have 
shewn you; — ^for Mrs Swinfen's sister, amiable 
and lovely Miss Ford, who has married Lord 
Colville's eldest son. 

You remember my poor father's apartment. — 
I have stwned the paper a light green, and or- 
namented it with fine prints, in handsome frames. 
It is the pleasantest winter-room in the house, 
where many are pleasant ; — -but the sun looks on 
diis at noon, and gilds it on through the winter 
day. 

Adieu! dear Mrs M., may. you have a little 
longer health, succeeded by a comparatively little 
portion of pain, and crowned with a little living 
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creature, who shall a great deal more than a little 
recompence every thing ! 



LETTER XIV. 

Mrs Roberts. 

Nov. 3, 1790. 

Grrs me leave to congntnlate you upon the 
icquisitioii your income receives by the dr<^»ping 
of dml ripe and meDow firuit'*, which n, I truf^ 
traniiphmted into a kinder aoS, where the stonna 
of aickneas and sonow can never blow. 

Clean, pfcttr, dcier, fio&fnly aobcr, home- 
keeping Thomas hm a Mi» McJlyuh terror of a 
gp% and b bnl a. poor horaeman. ¥nKBhecon- 
fcanwi theae aaaidenam^ I A ipaiml of hb snitiag 
ll» plenwal^ pnBcii^ pop-^an silnitMm of b«t- 
kral Priors Lea, and was the fcm umtc i ne d to 
sad mm m taen^ fior nnomcr pmre 

at Mr Wljk's a ibrti^bt, wiA hk iik, fns^ 
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much noticed by our Lichfield ladies and gentle- 
men. I was pleased to see that mark of respect 
paid to the recollection of my old friend *, whose 
beauty was once the boast of our city — ^wfaose 
conduct was so prudent — ^whose disposition so 
gentle. Young Mrs Jauncey likes us all mighti- 
ly. She is in a sad state of health. I should 
diink it must exhaust her little stock of bodily 
strength to nourish a profusion of pale brown 
hair, with a slight tint of amber. She suffers it 
to float in natural ringlets, unstained by powder, 
to the very bottom of her back, and wears neither 
hat, cap, nor cushion. Her sickly countenance, 
beneath these plenteous and dishevelled tresses, 
and a wildish look in eyes, sunk by want of 
health, make her exactly resemble my little print 
of Margaret's ghost, 

^ Whose &ce is like an April ]i|pn 
Clad in a wintry cload." 

Here are an agreeable family^ who have adorn- 
ed the cathedral area since July last, and who 
stay with us till Christmas, Archdeacan Lee, his 
very amiable and pleasing wife, and his three lover- 
ly daughters. The eldest is just fifteen, beautiful 

* Mrs Jaimcey, senior, once the celebrated Miss Helen 
White of Liefafield.--& 
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as the vernal morning, dimmed by no clouds, with 
all its rosy tints, and crystal lights. She is the 
finest unprofessional harpsichord player of her 
age I ever heard. Her father is a good performer 
on the violincello ; a kind husband and parent ; an 
admirable companion; and his droll songs are 
superior to eVery body's ; — Edwin is nothing to 
him. 

Yesterday morning, Sunday, Mr Inge preached 
in our choir, a sermon of great learning and in- 
genuity, composed on the arrival of our new and 
very fine organ. The discourse was upon church- 
music, its pleasure and utility ; it concluded with 
— *' and in conviction of the benefit devotion re- 
ceives from sacred music, let us say, Halelujah to 
the God Most High . — and again let us say Hale- 
lujah ! *' — Instantly, by previous appointment, and 
entirely unexpected by the audience, the organ 
poured in the gr^d chorus from die Messiah : 

^ For. the Lord God Onmipoteiit reignetii.*' 

Our glorious organ pealed along the aisles, and 
the choir put forth all her energies in the execu- 
tion; — ^her minstrels sui^ with their heart and 
soul . Surprised, afiected, charmed — almost every- 
body wept with pleasure. I wish you had been 
there. 
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Scarcely have I left myself room on my paper 
to say adieu^ — ^and yet again adieu ! 



LETTER XV. 

Mrs Mompessan. 

Coltofi, Dec. 10, 1790. 

You, my dear friend, having outlived com- 
plaints so similar to mine, is very encouraging ; — 
yet why, when you say you hope I shall live to be 
old, do you add, though, when that time comes, 
you will be indifferent to every mortal object. 
The dispsuity between your age and mine, is not 
so great but that, should 1 attain the period, I 
may yet hope to enjoy yow society; and if it 
pleases God to call you first away, I cannot be 
lieve that our spirits, on soaring above the earth, 
will lose all earthly consciousness. I hope, and 
wish to believe, that the remembrance of those 
affections, which, being in themselves pure, exalt- 
ed our human nature, will accompany us when it 
shall become angelic. If the rich bad man in 
torments, could recollect his brothers with an af- 
fectionate solicitude, that they might escape his 
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fate, sura the attachments of benevolent spirits 
translated ivill not be extinguished. ' As yet I 
have seen only the extracts from Mr Burke's 
pamphlet, which the newspapers presented. I 
am afraid the French carry the spirit of freedom 
too far; — but no powers of wit and eloquence 
can persuade me to think a government, so bar- 
barously oppressive, ought to Iiave stood — where, 
if a libertine of rank chose to debauch the wife of 
a tradesman, and found the husband an obstacle, 
— or the son of a man in high station marries 
against his consent, — a lettre de cachet could be 
procured to imprison the obnoxious person for 
life, aniidst the solitary horrors of the Bastile ; 
and perhaps have him chained by the neck to its 
accursed wf^ls.. 

That dreadful sword hung over every head; 
and if the natural hilarity of the people made them 
sing and dance in a situation so perilous, ought 
that gaiety to suppress our wishes for their deli- 
verance from such impending danger \ 

Now they have obtained it, I can only wish 
and hope that they may not abuse the blessings 
of .their emancipation: that the spirit of free- 
dom^* which in former times has produced so 
mudi public virtue, will render France a br^ht 
example, to thd. surrounding nations, of vnsdom, 
fortitude, lemperance, and fidelity. 
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I hope I shall have the pleasure of your com* 
pany tlas winter, in the large mansion we both 
love, as bearing the stamp and image of our lost 
friends. 

You must be gratified by Dr fleatbcote's 
grateful and tender memory of the excellent wife 
he has lost, your beloved sister ; by his speaking 
of her on all occasions. I would have eveiy 
body thus preserve the ideal presence of the 
friends they have lost. 

Pray present my grateful respects to this good 
and ingenious man, whose partiality so highly 
flatters me ; — but 1 can get no time for publica- 
tions of an^' sort ; — and ^ to the strictures upon 
Johnson's envious, sophistical, dazzling, and mis- 
leading work, ** The Lives of the Poets,** 1 should 
de^air of curing the poison they have given to 
public taste. A few individuals only have strength 
of mind sufficient to resist the powers of his wit, 
that wither, upon common and half ingenious 
minds, all respect for genius, all sensibility of its 
emanations. 

I have read many able strictures upon separate 
lives in that work, which carried conviction of the 
despot's injustice in every line; one above all ex- 
cellent, where many were good, by Mr FitzTho-. 
mas, hiying bare his injustice to the immortal 
Gray — but diey all passed away unnoticed by an 
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ungratefdrnation, which ought to have distinguish- 
ed and honoured those who rescue her noblest 
ornaments from the contempt thrown upon them 
by one who bore no brother near the throne of 
genius. Adieu! Yours. 



LETTER XVI. 

Miss Williams. 

Colton. Dec. 12, 1790. 

There is much for which I am to thank you, 
a kind letter of last spring unanswered| because 
your journey to the continent was so soon to suc- 
ceed; and, since your return, a charming pam- 
phlet, that shews me the sunny-side of the French 
Revolution. Right glad am I to see it. '^ Dark- 
ness, clouds, and shadows" have rested upon its 
surface — assiduously thrown by national envy, 
and deepened into a chaotic night by the able 
pen of Mr Burke — as I am told, for I have not 
yet reed that celebrated pamphlet, except news- 
paper extracts. 

., France is certaiidy in a perilous situation. 
Devoutly do I wish that she may escape those 
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evils of anarchy which ill-omened eloquence would 
persuade us are inevitable. > 

This publication of Mr Burke's, by what I can 
learn of it, seems the twin-brother of Johnson's 
''Taxation no Tyranny;''— the same apparent 
strengdi of reasoning, the same splendour of style. 
I hope time will prove the predictions of this 
statesman groundless, as it has already proved 
that of the literary and moral despot. Heaven 
forbid it should produce equal mischief. His 
boasted code of pure morality will never, by all 
the good it has done, or may yet produce, balance 
to his country the evils to which he was accessary, 
by vindicating the absurd and ruinous attempt 
to conquer America. Fatal was his eloquence, 
which '' could make the worse appear the better 
reason." 

Believe me, dear Helen, I take the most lively 
interest in every sentence of your charming little 
book. My heart is in unison with its generous 
and eloquent apostrophes to the, I hope, rising 
state ; but great must be its difficulties, imminent 
.its dangers. 

. What misfortunes, what woes have been the 
lot of your friends ! We can hardly conceive that 
the par^ital heart was capable of such infernal 
.induration. The present felicity of the injured 
pair must, from recollection of their past suffer- 
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JBgSy acquire a d^ree of sweetness and poignance 
which cannot be connected with ordinary hap- 
piness, and with die foAner experience of com- 
mon calamities. 

Your last summer's sun was brightened by the 
cheering influence of that blessing upon surround- 
11^ multitudes, which, the song says, can alone 
give it fresh beauty. To me its most gSded days 
were sicklied over by the shades of grief and dis- 
ease. Each are, in some degree, pervaded, but 
the latter are not passed away. Adieu. 
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Rev. T. S. Whalley. 

Dec. 19, 1790. 

You will wonder when I tell you that as yet I 
have read only in extracts, that publication upon 
which the eye of all Europe is bent. Accident, 
and not want of inclination, has occasioned this 
abstinence. I shall have it next week, and I 
mean to read and consider it with the most im- 
partial eye. That splendid Quixotism about the 
Queen of France, displayed in the newspapers, 
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did not please me at all. Unbiassed as I profess 
myself as to my reason, Mr Burke will find diffi- 
culty to convince me, that the oppressive and bar* 
barous monarchy of France ought to have subsist- 
ed ; and I feel inclined to hope, from He}en Wil- 
liam's interesting epistolary pamphlet, that the 
clouds, with which his imagination seeks to eclipse 
the sun of liberty, have either no real existence, or 
that the fervour of its beams will disperse them. 

I am glad dear Mrs Whalley is so well recover- 
ed from that dreadful accident ; and that the tern* 
per and disposition of him to whom your darling 
niece has given herself, is so amiable. I know, 
from sad experience, how important the circnm* 
stance to your peace and comfort. 

Your last arrived in my absence, and followed 
me to Colton, about ten miles from Lichfield, the 
lately purchased seat of Mr and Mrs B., a young 
couple from the West Indies. He seems quitch a 
West Indian, gay, thoughtless^ impetuous, good- 
natured, and of a princely spirit; but uxoriously, 
and with die most jealous tenacity, attached tahis 
very beautiful wife. Mrs B. is indeed the most 
perfect beauty I ever beheld. Her height, her 
symmetry, her lovely features, her dark hair and 
eyes, ber comfdexion delicate, but without bloom, 
and the penrive digmty of her air, rather foreign 
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Amu English, entirely realize Richardson's descrip* 
tion of Clementina. I look at her, and fancy 
myself in die palace of Poretta. The time is to 
come, if ever the time come, when I shall see a 
Clarissa, except in my mind's eye, where an image 
of her sits enthroned in matchless grace, and su- 
per-human beauty. 

Giovanni and his daughter were with me upon 
this visit, the former most, the latter all of the 
time. Mrs B. was a scholar of Piozzi's, and 
sings with great taste, and perfectly in tune, 
thou^ her voice is weak. Their charming songs 
inspirited our evenings. Lady Gresley, who de- 
sires her compliments, often inquires after you 
and Mrs W. with much regard. She is just come 
to her new house in the Close— -to my great joy ; 
for I have been pained to see her and her cbarm- 
11^ daughters so long in lodgmgs, so unworthy of 
them. Great was the compliment they paid 
Lichfield in abiding them so patiently while tbey 
waited for this ; agreeable to them in every thing, 
except the annual two months abdication, when 
the canon, their landlord, resides in it with his 

Since I finished the last sentence, I have read 
the Burke — and am, however reluctandy, con- 
vinced that the boasted liberty of France is de- 
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geDeratn^ into coercive anarchy, not likely to end 
well. 

Most kind is your charming friend Mrs Jack- 
son's mention of me. — Assure her of my gratitude, 
and assure yourself that I am always yours affiso- 
tionately. 
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Mrs Taylor. 

Jan. 10, 1791. 

I AM glad to see you approve ray vindication 
of Pope's writings and character. You find my 
antagonist still flounces and struggles, though 
fairly thrown down ; and while he vainly endea- 
vours to get up again, is crying out amain, *' I 
am victorious." 

Having declared previously that I would not 
pursue the subject farther, I am not at all tempt- 
ed, by this impotent defence, to fight the battle 
over again, and re-slay the already slain. Mr 
Weston has proved nothing but his own prefe- 
rence of vulgar to elegant diction ; for it is not 
about superiority of genius in the two illustrious 

VOL. IIJ. B 
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writers that I contend, but about their style. 
Every person of common sense will acquit me for 
omitting fine lin^s of Dryden, since I have often 
owned, in the course of the controversy, that bis 
works abound with them. My business was to 
confute Mr Weston's assertion, that wh^t is call- 
ed his worst writing, '' was only simple, and never 
vulgar ; and that the poems, in general, were the 
better, and not tlie worse for those lines, which, as 
he says, ' enervated and debauched taste might 
call bald and meagre.'^ 

To my having said that the couplet in Virgil, 
put into the mouth of the Empress of Heaven, 
was wretchedly below her dignity, and the general 
tenor of Jieroic verse : 

*' Shall angry Pallas, wiUi reveogefiil spleen, 
^ The Grecian navy bam, and drown the men?** 

and adding, that it was easy to have expressed the 
sense without inelegance, viz. 

'^ Shall angry Fkllas, with avenging aim, 

Overwhelm the Greeks, and wnqp their fleets in flame ? 

And shaU not I," &c. 

be replied, *^ that they who are pleased vnth Dr 
Harewood's translation of an expression in die 
New Testament, who, disapproving the beautiful 
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simplicity of '^ Jesus wept,'' altered it to '^ Jesus 
burst into a flood of tears,^ willy of course, approve 
Miss SewanPs alteration. 

It is in vain to argue with a man absurd enough 
to make the comparison ; there is nothing vulgar in 
the concise and pathetic expression, '* Jesus wept ;" 
while, in the frittered alteration, the word burst is 
vulgar. My translation is as concise as Dryden's ; 
equally expresses the sense, but without those low 
common^life phrases which he uses, and which ill 
become the personage who is made to utter them. 
It is not the words bum, drown, and men, as I 
proved, when I cited them, that are in themselves 
vulgar; but, from the manner in which they are 
used, they become ludicrously mean. 

Enough of this positive genius, Mr Weston, 
who triumphs after a defeat as for a victory, and 
who is applauded for his bad taste by his coad- 
jutor, Mr Morfit, in verse and prose, and under 
various signatures 

jAre you not sorry for the.ruinous intemperance 
with which France has pursued an object in itself 
noble i 

<< Thof lias'Uie nbUe, in its headlong rage, 
Order tramformed to anarchy and ^oiL** 

I read Miss Williams's interesting little publica 
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tion before I read Burke ; and my whole heart and 
soul had, previous to die appearance of either, ex- 
ulted in the idea of a great nation liberated from 
an oppressive yoke. Miss Williams showed me 
the sunny-side of the prospect^ and I gazed widi a 
willing eye. I took up Mr Burke's pamphlet, 
assured that I should detest it ; yet, as I never al- 
low my reason to be wholly blinded by my widies, 
I could not resist his statement of facts, nor his 
luminous reasonh^ upon them. They riiew me 
the national assembly as a band of hot-brained 
endiusiasts, who are ruinmg their country, under 
the pretence of deliverii^ it. I see that disci- 
pline, and reasonable compliance with the ex- 
igences of the state, are Allien with die wreck of 
subordination, never, in all probability, to rise 
^ain — but I still dislike Mr Burke's Quixotism 
about the Queen of France, and his vindication of 
hereditary honours. They are much more likdy 
to make a man repose, with slumberii^ virtue up- 
on tkemy for die distinction he is to receive m so- 
ciety, than to inspire the effort of rendering him- 
self worthy of them. Tbey are to men what 
bean^ is to women, a dai^erous gift, which has 
a natural tendency to make them indolent, silly, 
and worthless. Let property be herecfitary, but 
let titular honours be the reward of noble or use- 
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fill exotioos* Fnuicey in her folly, has destrojed 
them totally, instead of makii^ them conditional. 
Adieu. 



LETTER XIX. 

Rev. Dr Warner, at Paris. 

March 2, 1791. 

Mt dear Sir,-^Give me leave to recommend 
to your attention my friends, Mr and Mrs Burt, a 
gentleman and lady of fortune and elegant man- 
ners — and their friend and companion, Mrs 
Smith, an amiable young woman, and very dear to 
me — die daughter of Mr Saville, and a great fa^- 

vourite of your friend, the illustrious Mr ^ 

who wished her company on his travels, as pre<^ 
ceptress to little Alphonso ; but the absence of a 
wife made the scheme more pleasant than pru- 
dent. Mrs Burt, educated in a convent, speaks 
French with fluency. 

I am sorry you have lost your agreeable and 
good friend Mr Selwyn — ^though he fell ripe 
iTruit into the lap of the universal mother; — ^but 
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we never think it time to lose those we love. I 
hope he has continued bis friendship beyond the 
grave. Hw memory will sink in my esteem, if 
you are forgotten in his will. 

<We mourn the death of those who are dear to 
us ; but, if not so grieving, it is more mortifying 
when friendship, voluntarily and ardently offered, 
long maintained with the most gratifying atten- 
tion, and not forfeited by any fault of our own, 
finds a living tomb in the inccmstancy of the hu* 
man heart. 

It has been said that men, though prone to 
fickleness in their loves, are in their friendships 
steadier than our sex. I have not found it so. 

— Mr -, after his often plighted amity^ 

thinks it too much, thinly to cover a single half- 
sheet twice in a year. To that he had, for a 
considerable time, reduced his once firequent let- 
ters. It is now twenty months since I heard from 
him. 

My friends purpose staying a few weeks in 
Paris. I hope you will visit them, and point out 
the objects in Paris most worth their attention. 
They mean to proceed through Switzerland to 
Italy — ^but I trust they will not encounter Italian 
suns in the summer. 
I say nothing to you of French politics. The 
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cause of freedom has had, and still possawes my 
best wishes ; bat Mr Burke has taught me to fear 
for that nation the mischiefs of anarchy. Adieu ! 



LETTER XX. 

Miss Powys. 

Mansfield JVoodhome, May IS, 1791* 

Mr dear friend, — I do most truly sympathize 
with you in the anxiety and concern which must 
result from Miss S ^'s situation. Her appear- 
ance, when I had the pleasure to pass a few fleet- 
ing but valued hours in your society last month, 
gave flattering hopes of decreasing complaints. 
They have deceived us ; — however, when afflic- 
tions come, it is at once natural and wise, to draw 
comfort from reflecting, that they might have vi- 
sited us at times, and under circumstances, which 
must have augmented their power to distress. 

I came hither on Sunday night, to the em- 
bowered mansion of Mrs Mompessan, one of the 
oldest of my friends. She is many years my senior, 
and, beginning to love me in the giddy, romantic, 
hoping, happy years of my teens, has never dash- 
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ed the overflo^ving cup of her kindness with the 
bitterness of neglect. She was ever a singular 
but excellent being, uniting the exertion imd 
spirit of the male character, with the melting 
softness and sympathy of the female heart, when 
it is most artless and amiable. Her mmd has 
not lost an atom of its candour and generous 
warmth, beneath all the wear and tear of the feel- 
ings, or from the generally benumbing power of 
years that have past their meridian. Her family 
is ancient and respectable ; her fortune scarcely 
reaching £00l. per annum, which is her share, 
with two sisters, in the estate of their ancestors. 
She has lived upon it, farming, cultivating, and 
improving it, since she was eighteen years old^ 
her parents dying before that period. By her in- 
dustry, attention, and taste, she has made a little 
£den of a spot which had little original beauty, 
and from whence prospect is excluded. Far, 
however, from limiting herself always to the Ab- 
byssinian scene she had raised, her acquaintance 
and connections have been extended, her excur- 
sions fi*equent, nor confined to this kingdom. 
She has friends in Switzerland whom she has 
twice visited. She once resided there two years, 
on the banks of the celebrated Lake of Geneva, 
at Lausanne and Vevay, surrounded by the scenes 
whichftRcHisseau has immortalized. The strength 
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of understanding and simplicity of manners in the 
Swiss gentry diarmed her, from their congeniali- 
ty to her own cast of character. Some years 
after, she twice, at different times, tiavelled 
through France and Germany, with a favourite 
nephew, Mr Heathcote, since made envoy from 
our court to some of the German ones. Mrs 
Mompessan increased her nephew's consequence 
hy her talents, her animated and polite manners, 
in several of the German courts where they so- 
journed. 

When in England, she used often to be a guest 
in our family. Confined as I was through my 
life with invalid parents, it was, till now, only 
once, and that in my twentieth year, soon after 
the death of my sister, that I visited her lovely 
bowers, llie morning after my arrival bloomed 
with all the orient hues of May. I rose early, 
'and walked alone around the pleasure-ground, 
shedding tears of joy as I rambled contemplating 
its beauty and extent, and from observing the 
growth of her plantations, the yet more graceful 
disposition of her smooth and verdant lawiis, her 
winding shrubberies, and crystal waters, after a 
lapse of so many years. Nor less am I charmed 
with the patriarchal sim{dicity of her ancient 
mansion, her tfocks, and herds, and honest labour- 
ers, and with the rare uiiion of scenic beauty and 
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intellectual resourcesi with all the reality of pas- 
toral exertioiii and with that animated cheerilil- 
ness which diffuses its sunshine around her. My 
dear friend, there are not many such women. It 
h almost needless to say she never married ; but, 
her pension considered, it is to the credit of the 
men to observe, that she rejected, in her youth, 
many isidvantageous offers of that sort. 

I write to you from a pleasant, though low- 
roofed dressing-room, whose uneven floor is co- 
vered with a very beautiful carpet of natural 
flowers, shaded in cross-stitch by the fingers of 
this ever-busy Arachne. It is surrounded by 
book-cases, filled with an admirable collection of 
histonr, travel., memoin,, moral philosophy, diyi- 
nity, and the works of our best poets — ^but the ex- 
haustless stores of my friend's cultivated mind are 
a living library, to which it is yet pleasanter to 
resort. Her knowle<^e of history, ancient and 
modem, the chronologic exactness of her memo- 
ry, and a fund of anecdotes, make her a most de- 
lightful and interesting companion; especially 
from the animated manner in which she commu- 
nicates her intellectual stores. Never are they 
obtruded, nor ostentatiously pursued, but applied, 
in the most natiural manner, to the conversation 
of the moment.^ 

This rural apartment is consigned to me^ where 

4 
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I pass my mornings, and where Mrs M. declares 
herself my visitor. It looks upon her lawny 
walks, and breathes die very spirit of peace and 
pleasantness. You would be happy here ; — ^you, 
to whom friendship, books, and the charms of 
nature are all-in-all sufficient. Adieu ! 
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David Samwbll, Esq. 

Mansfield fVoodhause, May 15, 1791* 

You instance my obligations to you, Sir, by 
the kind interest you take in my health, and in the 
dbdnctioffiT which, with all a friend's partiality, 
you desi^ my muse should receive. 

I own the neglect of the Royal Society, in the 
disposition of the medals struck in honour of 
Captain Cook, hurt me; especially as the pre- 
sident. Sir Joseph Banks, is my acquaintance. 
Though I confess my chagrin, yet it finds ample 
compensation in the generous indignation with 
which you reprobate his preference of those who 
direct their attention to the moths, butterflies, and 
cuny-combs of that voyage, to her who attempt- 
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ed to sing the purposes, the exploits, and the vir* 
tues of its commander. 

It is curious that your bounty to me etiabled 
Mr Green to display, in his museum, those Ota- 
heitean curiosities, whose exhibition obtained him 
a medal. I presented him with a part of your 
present, and was doubly glad that I had done so, 
when I found his displaying them rewarded by a 
distinction which cheered and delighted his honest 
benevolent heart. If there is ought of estimable 
in my composition, it consists in an utter ex- 
emption from envy, which even my enemies con- 
fess ; yet, being an hereditary exemption, it proves 
my happiness, rather than my virtue. 

I had not turned an unobserving eye iipon the 
poetic merit of the Ode on St David's Day. 
Without suspecting it to have been written by a 
friend, its spirit, the grace of its imagery, and the 
music of its numbers, had attracted my attention. 
Nothing is pleasanter than to find the source of a 
composition, which had pleased us, in the talents 
of one we esteem. 

You have an excellent heart ; every thing proves 
it. — ^You are alive to friendship; you see every 
little merit in others in the brightening light of 
your own benevolence ; and the love of your na- 
tive country glows in your bosom. I am glad to 
find that Spain will be obliged to yield her palm 

s 
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of primal discoTery in the western world to an« 
cient Britain. 

I hope, at lasty there will be no war with 
Russia ; that Mr Pitt's brain will not become in- 
curably diseased by the manie militaire. Why 
should we augment the ruinous weight of our 
immense national debt, and grind the faces of the 
poor with taxes in endless accumulation, beneath 
a visionary dread lest the balance of power should 
be lost in Europe i 

' You are very good to be solicitous for my 
health. It seems to renovate very much beneath 
die frc!^ and balmy gales that blow around this 
beautiful retreat of friendship, and the sylvan 
graces. Nothing can be more to my taste than 
such a retirement, and few things more my wish 
dian that you should believe me your ever-oblig- 
ed friend. 
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Humphry Repton, Esq. 

Mansfield Woodhottse, June 1, 1791- 

I SEEM here to be in a domain of yours, since 
everywhere I go yon are mentioned. As for 
Major Rooke, he speaks of you cop amore. 
What charming urbanity in his voice, his look, his 
address! I see him^ I listen to him tvith reve- 
rence and love. Yesterday we dined in his Juan 
Pemandez seclusion. It is infinitely to my taste. 
Bolder and more magnificent scenery may excite 
my admiration; — ^but they are the simple graces 
of retreats like these that I delight in contemplat- 
ing: glades and lawny walks, not beyond the 
reach of my humble fortune, should I be induced 
to quit Lichfield, the home of my youth, for a 
still more rural retirement, as life declines. 

Mrs Mompessao, whose guest I now am, has 
sylvan taste and industry. In early youth, she be- 
came mistress of this, the estate of her ancestors, 
who certainly dreamt of nothing less than scenic 
beauty. She found massy stone walls dividing 
trim gardens; — ^a straight brook and crowded 
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orchards. Her fruit-trees remain; at least so 
many of them as unite the useful with the lovely ; 
but they stand separate on little verdant lawns, 
and on the banks of crystal waters, in which 
alders and willows dip their long arms. In the 
place of those ponderous and gloomy walls, she 
has winding shrubberies ; and where flowers were 
ranged, in '' curious knots," and box-borders, we 
rove amid thickets of roses, lilachs, and wood-r 
bines. Instead of arbours, that looked like green 
wigs, we sit at noon in root-houses, and in the 
rocky hermitage. The window, from whence I 
write to you, overlooks the green smooth glades^ 
where laburnums hang their golden curtains 
amongst the fhiitrtrees. 

You teach me to be proud of my life-long aver- 
sion to naked waters. I never loved the Trent 
in Staffordshire, because its banks are bald. 
When Hotspur and Glendower are making divi- 
non of the lands they expected to share in right 
of imaginary conquest, the former says, 

^ And here the siniig and silver Trent doth nin." 

The first epithet, so appropriate, shews that 
Shakespeare had been in Staffordsfiire, and ob- 
seiTed the tressless banks of that stream The 
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rivers of my native mountains^ the Derwent and 
the Wje, are beautifully fringed. 

I have no constitutional ambition of ac- 
quaintance with the great — but Sir B. Boothby's 
description of the Duke and Duchess of Portland 
always made me wish I had possessed the honour 
and happiness of being known to them. That 
desire has increased beneath the warmth of your 
encomiums on their engaging manners. Since I 
came to Woodhouse, it has amounted almost to 
longing — that I might try to engs^e their farther 
favour and protection for the finest young man I 
almost ever beheld, Mr William Otter, whose fa- 
mily have already experienced the generous kind- 
ness of his Grace^but this accomplished youth is 
at present wholly unprovided for. His gentle 
virtues, his classic learning, which has already ob- 
tained the notice of Cambridge University, and 
his uncommon eloquence in the pulpit, will re- 
flect honour upon the patrons who shall place 
him where these fine qualities shall be distinguish-^ 
ed and rewarded. I heard him preach last Sun- 
day, and I never heard divine and moral truths 
adorned with more strength of reasoning, more 
pathos, more striking imagery, more beautiful 
language, delivered in the most persuasive and 
harmonious tones, and with the most energetic 
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and glowing grace. You are benevolent^ and have 
the Duke's ear. I wish you would try to animate 
his attention and friendship towards a rising 
genius, so worthy to be distinguished by the most 
amiable nobleman of the age. What a vile name 
is Otter for such a youth ! — ^but, as Juliet says, 
what's in a name f 

I enter entirely into your ideas about providing 
a graceful home for the Naiads at Sir John Reus's 
in future years. Your four lines of prophetic 
verse, on the hereafter fate of yotir plantations 
diere, are charming. 

Adieu! Do not forget to complete the little 
sketch of ray darling valley, in some hour of 
leisure, if such an hour should ever come ta 
you, -^wbo have been long one of the most in- 
genious, and who are now the busiest of human 
beings. - 
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LETTER XXm. 

Mrs Mompessan. 

Liclffieldj June 14, 1791- 

Did I not manage my mind right stoicaUjs ik)! 
to touch tipon any thing in the shape of an adieu ?v 
Was it not, camelion-Iike, to take the colour of 
your inclinations, who, I know, love to reserve 
your embraces for the hour of meeting ? Never 
can I forget how warm those embraces were^- 
when, in the dusk of a vernal evenings I entered 
your mansion, so embowered and so pleasant, 
after an absence of almost countless years. Ne- 
ver can I forget the month that glided so awiftly 
away amid your lovely glades, and in your thrice- 
dear society. Once more let me thank you for 
the sweetness and lustre of those recorded days. 

As to the sultry morning of our separation, I 
have not, through life, been so sensible of cli* 
matic violence. The white and cloudless con<» 
cave smote upon us with fiery severity, and clouds 
of choking dust rose incessantly around us. 

But Mrs Hayley received me with animated 
gladness, encompassed with youths of genius — ^he 
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lising hopes of Derby. They walked with us in- 
to Mr H/s garden, &nd returned honde with us to 
sapper. Next morning we had lev^s in succefs- 
sion ; half the smart people of that town, inter- 
spersed with the militia officers. We past the 
afternoon and evening at Dr Darwin's, though he> 
who unites in himself what Johnson feid of James 
and Grarrick, yiz. *^ he .who lengthened, and he 
who gladdened life/' the great physician and ex- 
quisite poet, was call^ tliirty miles another way^ 
ID the exercise of his first pow^r. Mrs Darwin 
had an immense party to meet us, for whose ap« 
prehended amusement fllie engaged me, by earnest 
solicitations, to repeat odes and sonnets. If they 
were not egregious flatterers, the pleasure the 
company expressed, made it impossible to grudge 
the exertion, even b^ieath a sky so torrid. 

Tie next momii^ we paid some of our visits ; 
and in the evening Mrs Hayley bad more than 
twenty friends to tea and supper : amongst them 
a gentleman who, on the instant of his being intro- 
duced,* imj^ressed my mind with a sentiment in his 
favour, store passionately tender than 1 had ever 
felt for any man on the .first ittterview, 

^ Even m tke heyday of impetiioiis yoatl^ 
The ipriBg of life, tbe Uoom «f gMidy yeirt.^ 
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It was so tender as to force the tears in rivers^ 
down my cheeks, during the first half hour in 
which he talked to me. 

And now, lest your rigid decorum should in- 
duce you to censure, without mercy, emotions, at 
once so rapid and ungovernable, I must whisper 
to you the age of their inspirer; he is ninety-one — 
my father's old friend, Mr Ashby, who preserves, 
at so late a period, his intellects and sensibility in 
wonderful power, and with the most attentive 
politeness ; but the sunk mouth of extreme old 
age, the glazed eye, the hesitating feebleness of 
accent, the cold clammy hand that pressed mine 
with affectionate earnestness, all contributed to 
produce a resemblance to my poor father, so 
striking as to occasion those emotions I mention- 
ed. He inquired after generations at Lichfield, 
long passed away, who were his contemporaries, 
and with whose names my mother had, in childhood, 
familiarized me, though they had then ceased to 
exist. He told me that he had often had my mo- 
ther on his knee, the most beautiful infant of 
three years old, he said, he ever beheld; 

You will imagine how interesting all this 
to me, who look back upon the years that are fled 
with all the enthusiasm, though not with the 
science of an antiquarian ; yet, however interest- 
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edy gratified, and amused, by the politeness, viva^- 
dty, and intelligence of the Derby gentlemen and 
ladies, I found the heats dreadfully oppressive. 
Mrs Hayley's tearroom, and the bed-chamber I 
occupied, are full west Accustomed to slum- 
ber amidst the profoundest silence, and unable, 
durough the sultriness, to shut down my sashes, 
the street-noises, excessive and incessant, kept me 
awake two whole nights. I felt the torture of 
being . startled into wakefulness every time the 
halmy power weighed down my eye-lids, and 
thought of the denunciation against Macbeth. 
I was never more sensible of its force, and of the 
misery of being forbid to taste the '^ chief nourish- 
ment at life's feast," 



^ Sleep, that knits op the raveird sleeve of care, 
The death <tf each day's woe, sore labour^s bath, 
Bahn of hurt minds ! " 



Tlie Stock of health I had acquired in your peace- 
ful village began to vanish fast beneath such 
fatigue. X sighed for the cool book-room — the 
hermitage — ^the shaded lawns, and gurgling wa- 
ters of Woodhouse. 

It was with the utmost difficulty that I could 
retain my purpose of going to Burton, so pres- 
sing were the solicitations, on all hands, to 
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prolong my stay id a town whose ii 
had proved so long pleasant to me — ^but I did 
keep my appointment widi my friend Mrs Dal- 
rymple^ and arrived at Barton by nine in the 
evening. Four days passed agreeably away 
in that visit, except that, during one of them^ 
Mrs D. was seized with a violent stomach and 
bowel complaint, but it went off the next day, 
and I had the satisfaction of leaving her per- 
fectly recovered. It was then diat I could jesl- 
ii^ly tell her she fell ill on purpose to show off 
her husband's tender attention, more animated 
and incessant than I had ever observed in the 
creation's lords to sick wives. * So she Fent me 
home half inclined to bewail my virginity, like 
Jephtha*s daughter. 

This good couple long to be acquainted with, 
you, and you would like them. She has intelli- 
gence, cheerfulness, and droll humour, in which 
you so much delight — ^he has sense, worth, and 
character, reniltkig from pleasant oddi^ and 
shrewd simplicity of accent and langui^e. You 
would like him some d^rees superadded to your 
esteem for his good qualities, when you shall 
know that he lost an estate of 15001. per annum, 
by his uncle Colonel Dalrymple's attachment to 
the fallen house of Stuar^ in the year 1745, 
Mr and Mrs D. wish you to pass a day or two 



LSTTEB xnu 71 

with them in some of jour jouraies through Bur- 
ton, and I with you^ would so far oblige and in- 
dulge them. 

I came home late on Sunday nighty and the next 
morning .found the cathedral bowers and lawns in 
full bloom, and beauty, with the addition of four 
more houses round ■ the area being white-rough- 
cast. It is now completely the milky-way^ a white 
zone round the Terdant lawn sweetly contrasting 
the lavish foliage of the scene. 

As yet I hafe ae&i few of its inhabitants, ex* 
cept dear Lady Gresley and her ei^aging daugh- 
ters, and old Mr Green, to whom I made a point 
of canying your good wishes yesterday. That 
bene^irolent and industrious collector of antique 
curiosities breaks fast : - 

" Hk kunp of life is almost spent and done.*' 

^Lichfield, or rathef ^e stfangers who visit her, 
will have a great Joss if his museum should not 
survive him, or not be shewn con amorey wheu he 
shall no longer be found amidst the vestiges of 
former days. Your kind message cheered his 
drooping spirits, and he blessed you with moist 
eyes. 

You remember my observing to you how much 
our language had become, even in common con* 
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venation^ Latinized, since Dr Johnson's writiiigs 
were familiar to people, and since his fine styki 
had been so generally adopted by ingenious writ- 
ers, I heard some ladies at Burton, who neither 
have, nor pret^id to bookish knowledge, use die 
following words widi prompt qK>ntan^ty. in ooo- 
versii^ on common topics, viz. '^literature, literary, 
hilarity, st^ulate, excruciating, delusive, juvenile, 
temerity, contemporary, |Aenomenon, p<q>ular, 
conservatory," &c. Sic. Twenty years ago, scaroe 
one of those words would have been understood, 
much less used by the generality of private g^itle- 
women. . I like this growing Latinily — it rids us 
of a number of those hissii^ x's that deform our 
language, which becomes more harmonious and 
full for their dismission. Adieu, my dear frigid! 
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Mbs Knowles. 



May 19, 1791. 

My dear Mrs K.'s kind letter, and obl^ing 
present of the pretty work-basket, arrived a few 
days after I had taken wing, for Nottinghamshire. 
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The box whidi contained it remained at home 
unopened during my five weeks' absence. Thus 
youi perceive my will had nothii^ to do widi this 
apparent tardiness of acknowledgment. You 
will now accept. my thanks for its contents, so 
variously ingenious ; though I must say our bo- 
tanical friend, Saville's, share in the donation is 
not very flattering to hinou - The e£9orescence of 
your pencil round that symbol of imputed idiots 
ism, is beautiful. I will not flatter your muse 
with being equally happy. For the sovereign 
contempt of this fadiionable science, which your 
tablet expresses, I think her adoring votary could, 
wiUi a little ^f my versifying help, be thoroughly 
even with you. The very absurdest " folly of the 
wise*,^ that ever crept into an enlightened and 
comprehensive mind, is somewhat more open to 
ridicule than 

** The Dymphs and the swains who, with small pocket glasses, 
Spend so mvch of their time in examining grasses." 

We could have quite as good a laugh at magnetic 
eyes, that peep at watches through deal-boards, 
and squint at livers and lights through the fat 
paunches of aldermen. 

* Animal magnetism. — S, 
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So Mr Boswell's life of Johnson isjout at last) 
and its quantity of writing makes one woiockr at 
his industry, after the world has comj^aioed so 
long of his idleness. As yet I have got ooly. 
about, the middle of the first volume ;-r>the second 
I have not even seen ; but I hear it contains tho 
memorable conversation at Dilly's, but withottt 
that part of it of which I made minutes, and in 
which you appear to so much advantage ovc^r the 
imperious and gloomy Intolerant. Thb omifv 
sion is surely unjustifiable, as I gave Mr Boaweil 
my memoir, and as I am sure, though it by no 
means contained all that was said, it contains nor- 
thing but what was said by you and by the despot. 
Mr B, might have given as much more as you 
and he could recollect, but he should not have 
omitted those highly characteristic sentences. 
The little esteem, bordering upon contempt 
which Boswell makes Johnson express for Mrs 
Thrale, in the zenith of his intimacy widi her, 
proves him insincere, when it is compared with 
those glowing professions of veneration for her 
talents and virtues, which Johnson's letters to her 
so lavishly contain ; — but he had no real sinceri- 
ty, notwithstanding all his parade about veracity. 
His truth was always straining at gnats, and swat 
lowing camels. Mr Boswell asserts its dignity in 
yain, while he gives, smch a proqf of his fi^hQo4 
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and flattering dapKcity. This work ib, however, 
cm die whole, infinitely enteitaining. 

You inquire sfter my opinions on the mo- 
mentous efent, which draws to itself die anxious 
eyes of all Europe. Mine did not coldly hehold 
a great natiod emancipating itself from a tyran* 
nous government— -but I soon began to appre- 
hend that its deliverers were pushing the levelling 
princiide into extremes 'more fatal to civilized lir 
hatj than even an arbitrary monarchy, widi all 
its train of evils. I read H. Williams's interest- 
ing letters firom France. They do not attempt to 
reason, they only paint, and shew the illumined 
side of die prospect. My own enthusiasm, which 
apprehension had damped, rekindled beneath the 
glow of her feelings and imagination — but not 
into a film dependence that France possessed a 
band of leaders^ aufficiendy exempted from selfish 
ambition, to promote the success and felicity of a 
new and hazardous experiment; in which all the 
links were broken in that .great chain of subor- 
dination which binds to each other the various or- 
ders of existence. 

Mr Burke's book then came before mer-^and 
diough I read, widi contempt, his nonsensical 
Quixotism about the Queen of France — though I 
#aW| with indignation, the apostate whig labour*- 
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I 

ing to overturn the principles which produced 
the Revolution, and to prove a king of England's 
right to reign in despite of the wills of his sub- 
jects, yet I' saw also a system of order and polity, 
elucidated and rendered interesting by every ap- 
peal to the affections of the human bosom ; and 
it appeared to me more consonant to human na- 
ture, as it }>, and less injurious to the public safe- 
ty, than the levelling extreme into which France 
has rushed. Depending that the persuasive ora^ 
tor would not dare to misrepresent facts, I thought 
there was every thing to fear for France, and 
much to detest in her coercive circulation of the 
assignats, and in the wantonly tyrannous restraints 
she laid 4ipon her monarch. 

Sir Brooke Boothby's 'ingenious and eloquent 
reply to Burke, was the first answer I perused. 
It was with pleasure that I saw him clearly refut- 
ing his opponent's asserted legality of our Kill's 
claim to the crown, independent of the suffrages 
of his people ; but it left my apprehensions of 
Gallic danger in full force. Not denying the 
truth of the circumstances by which Burke seems 
to prove that danger, • Sir Brooke appears to 
admit its existence. 

As to the anti-sophist, Priestley, I dislike his 
disingenuous manoeuvriiigs about Christianity too 
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much to respect his opinions on any subject^ so 
I did not read his reply to Burke. 

But I read Payne's last M'ork — and saw him 
divest the oratorio renegade of all pretensions 
to candour and fair statement^ by proving that 
he had misrepresented some facts, and kept 
back others with all the finesse of a courtly poli- 
tician. 

I read in Payne that declaration of the rights 
of man, upon which a perfect code of laws, and a 
perfect form of government might be established, 
if human nature was disinterested, wise, and vir- 
tuous. Not being any of these things, but the re- 
verse of them all, I do not believe those who have 
obtained power in France will respect its maxims 
enough to govern themselves by them ; — enough 
to prevent the people from repenting that they 
fled from the throne to petty tyrants. This au- 
thor's style is not elegant, or at all possesses equal 
force with his matter — ^yet, at intervals, he shows 
t})at he can command a fine one. 

The Lessons to a Young Prince are amongst 
the finest and most spirited compositions of the 
age. Their style is perfect. It has all the beau- 
ty and animation of Burke's,, with more perspi- 
cuity.. Their author is a miracle, a political 
writer without party-prejudice. My opinions al- 
most always met his as I read — particularly when 
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he traces to its source the king's popularity, viz 
the dread of seeing a needyy rapacious; and nti^ 
principled faction govern the nation, with a miore 
oppressive hand than our present rulers. One of 
them has pulled off his masque of patriotism to 
get into power hy the king's favour ; and the rest 
would follow bis example, could they first get 
power. 

I admire the French for taking the privilege of 
making war with other nations out of the hands 
of kings and ministers. I wish it wa» s& bcie 
— -but surely they have violated justice most tyi^- 
nically by their invaidon of property, and the con- 
fiscation of hereditary estates. As to the church- 
lands, their being reduced into nioderation, is 
well — I wish that also was so here. Yet, upon 
the whole, I am inclined to fear, that more dif- 
fusive misery and national inconsequence will be 
tlie result of that extreme to which they are push- 
ing the levelling principle, than from the system, 
bad as it was, which they have destroyed. Aft^ 
all, I think modestly, and with no pretence to de- 
cision. Though the French Revolution is at 
present too big with danger to admit a desire, in 
any real well-wisher to thb country, that she 
should consider it as her model ; — ^yet I wish the 
French may prove a pattern, hereafter, of public 
virtue and public happiness, to the whole world« 



* , 
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Politics never engrossed much of my attention^ 
convinced — 

^ In eveiy gorenmeiity tiioogh terron re^iBy 
Hioiigh tynmt kingSy or tyrant laws restrain. 
How smally of all that homan liearts endure, 
That i»art wfaich lawn, or kings, tan caase or cure.** 

Adieti. 



^M 
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Rev. William Fitzthomas. 

Lichfield, June 5, 1791* 

Dear Sir,— -Though my treacherous memory 
has lost the traces of our transient interview in 
die spring 1766, of which you remind me, it is 
yet pleasing to consider you as a very old ac^ 
quaintance, and to know that I first conversed 
with you in the dawn of five goldfen years, ia 
which this miserable world^ as the croakers call 
it, was so interesting as to make me continually 
confess to myself, that I asked no other heaven 
than the duration of those circumstances which 
formed their charm* 
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As to politics^ I do not think myself at all qua« 
lified to talk about them ; to speak with any de* 
gree of certainty upon the event of that great, but 
hazardous experiment, which France is making to 
render mankind more independent of each other, 
more virtuous, and consequently more happy. 
Mr Burke is detected in the grossest misrepre- 
sentations concerning the state of that country. 
Time has already, in many respects, given the 
lie to his gloomy prognostics of its anarchy and 
ruin. 

I, as well as yourself, have often thought it 
singular that Milton should have written so con 
amore of choral magnificence, and then that he 
should renounce it for the quiet dispassionate 
simplicity of unritual devotion. Must it not 
have been the triumph of principle and judgment 
over inclination, and the finer enthusiasm of taste f 
I mean his principles and his judgment, to which; 
great as he was, I am not inclined to decree in- 
fallibility. I think I have felt the salutary inr 
fluence of church-music in strengthening de- 
votion; — but I do not see that the demolition 
of cathedrals ia necessarily connected with that 
system which transfers . honour and power from 
blockheads of hereditary wealth and titiilsAr pom- 
posity, to men of talents who shall exert them in 
the service of th^ir country. 

2 
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The idea of p&Ming a few hours with you at 
Arrow, in my road to Mr Whalley's, is still cherish- 
ed; but I cannot leave Lichfield till after the 
Bishops visitation, fixed for the 19th of next 
month. The rosiery will not, I trust, have ex- 
hausted all its bloom and fragrance on the sum- 
mer gales before I reach you. I shall be happy 
to find at joiir side the sweet blooming lad, whose 
dawn of talents and worth were so bright last 
summer. Yours, Sac. 
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David Samwell, Esg. 

Juried], 1791. 

When is it that a feeling hearty alive to the 
graces of ingenious writing, can think such a let- 
ter too long as this which I have now the plea- 
sure of acknowledging ? Will you forgive me that 
it was not sooner acknowledged f The rapid day 
fleets from my purposes, and leaves me deploring 
the scanty number of its hours. 

I left Woodhouse beneath the fervour of those 
skies which seemed to emulate the glow of tropic 

VOL. III. F 
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suns; nor were the highly4)attering distinctions I 
received from the politeness of the gentlemen and 
ladies at Derby, where I paused fonr days, on a 
visit to my friend Mrs Hayley, entirely able to 
dispel that languor of spirits, always resulting to 
me from the snmmer ardours, when they are dis- 
posed to be extreme ; but, thank Heaven, that 
seldom happens in our temperate climate. 

Though I have neither strength of body or en^ 
ergy of mind to undertake perilous voyages, I 
can imagine what an exquisite feast for the imagi- 
nation it must be to look back upon them, when 
they had produced such novel and curious exhibi- 
tions of scenery and manners as met your obser- 
vation in the southern latitudes. Were you my 
neighbour I should like to hear you ** discourse 
the wintry hours away" upon their description 
and anecdotes. Many must remain which have 
unavoidably escaped the recording pen; — and 
highly lucky should 1 have thought myself had 
I been in London, and invited, as you tell me I 
should have been, to partake those social repasts 
set apart for the voyagers of benevolence. 

Yes, indeed, too just is your indignation that 
the son of their leader has no attention paid tx> 
his hereditary claims to distinction in our navy. 

Your high praisie and quotation from my bal- 
lad, " The Rocks of Lannow,'' flatters me verv 

% 
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sweedy. The more because the verse, whose 
images your feelings have found just, has been, 
by a certain would-be critic, called inferior to its 
two preceding ones, while I felt conscious that it 
is worth them both. Its marine picture was 
drawn from nature, and not from books. You 
tell me it is striking, and I know that it is ori- 
ginal. 

Eminently to the honour of Wales, and calcu- 
lated to fSm the flame of genius, Ls that patriotic 
institution which allots a silver medal to the best 
poem in its native language. But I am sorry to 
£nd that its poetic composition has such an ab- 
surd shackle. To make alliteration an indispen- 
sable duty, which is but an ornament, and ought 
never to be used with studied profuseness, is 
strai^e indeed. Your bards should combine to 
cast away such tyrannous fetters. Churchill has 
a couplet which happily enough ridicules all ef- 
forts to produce it : 

*' Bat now, alas for me ! who never pray'd 
For apt alliteration's artful aid ! *' 

Neither should the poet take pains to avoid it, 
except the alliterating letter is an harsh one. In 
every ear, which suggests harmonious numbers, it 
has great spontaneity of growth, I have been 
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sometimes amused with the pedantic folly ^hich 
asserts that it ought to be exploded^ since we find 
it occasionally in all our beautiful versification^ 
whether the lines be blank or chiming. 

Accustomed to see you pleased with my writ- 
ings, I venture to recommend to your attention 
two solemn sonnets of mine, which I have sent to 
Nichols for his Gentleman's Magazine, in return 
for a literary present he lately sent me. I hope 
his printers will not make nonsense of them by 
carelessness — but what has been may be. I think 
you will like them, because they were written 
from my heart — because their subjects come 
home to every bosom, and because their images 
are original. 

Alas ! for the royal fugitives of France ! Ge- 
nerous impulse regrets that they are taken back to 
a situation so irksome and so perilous ; but if they 
were to have returned, carrying fire and sword 
into the bosom of their country, to make it bleed 
in vain, or to rebuild the Castile, and disperse 
lettres de cachet, it is preferring two to the mil- 
lion to mourn their recapture. 
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Miss Westqn. 

July 7, 1791. 

Bust as I am, before my loog excursion^ that 
will so soon commence^ yet I cannot resist an 
impulse to tell you^ without delay^ dear Sophia, 
how pleasing I find the hope of meeting you in 
Edwy's Eden. If all goes well, I shall be there 
about the £5th, happy to find you amid its bowers, 
or to expect you soon. 

- So, your brother is married at last, and your 
two families are to remain together. Sincerely 
and warmly do I wish that none of those evils, 
those jealousies of jarring interests may arise, 
which are so apt, where separate branches live 
beneath the same roof, to break and disunite the 
silver links of peace and concord. 

As yet, I have read only the first volume of 
BosweU's Life of Johnson. What I foresaw has 
happened. That ingenuous pencil, which so well 
fulfilled the biographic duty, and painted the des- 
pot exactly as he was, when roaming the lonely 
Hebrides, has, at the impulse of terror, been ex- 
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changed for a more glowing one ; and, in this 
work, almost every thing is kept back which 
could give umbrage to Johnson's idolaters, by 
justly displaymg the darker, as well as fairer, sides 
of the medal. All, however, but his idolaters, 
must detest the ungrateful duplicity proved upon 
him, when we find him speaking with slight, bor- 
dering upon contempt, of the then Mrs Thrale, 
in the zenith of his intimacy with her. Mr Bos- 
well was not aware, that impartiality would com- 
pare what he said of her with what he said to her. 
^ To hear you,*' says he, in his letters to that lady, 
*' is to hear wisdom ; to see you is to see virtue.** 
What despicable flattery was that, if he really be- 
lieved the stores of her mind were trivial, and that 
she had no truth f while, if conscious that these 
imputations were unjust, his heart was at once 
thankless and malevolently false. Such, I con- 
fess, amidst all his gloomy piety, I always thou^t 
it. That conviction has not receded beneath the 
contempt of your charming friend, and of Mrs 
Montague, which his biographer has so indis- 
creetly, so impolitely recorded ; nor beneath the 
lying assertion, that Gray was a dull fellow, and 
that there are but eight good lines in all his poetry. 
I hear Mason fares no better in the second vo- 
lume. Dark and envious calumniator ! 
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I both blame Mr Boswell, and wonder at liini 
for the wanton, because unnecessary^ inroads 
which a number of those records must make up- 
im the feelings of many. But for them, his work 
had been of great value indeed. Entertaining, in 
the first degree^ it certainly is ; and, with the most 
commendable precision, exhibits the events of 
hi» life through all their series and changes. It 
c<mtains a prodigious mass of colloquial wit and 
humour, which were certainly unrivalled. Let it, 
however, be remembered, that, to produce their 
eclipsing and resistless power, many things com- 
bined, which a wise and generous mind would 
not, for its own peace and health, consent to feel, 
^ven to possess that unequalled talent; viz. spleen, 
envy, boundless haughtiness, and utter callousness 
to all the metttal sensibilities of others. I am of 
St Paul's mind, who says, where these things are, 
iior alms nor prayers constitute goodness. 

^ Say tbon, whose thonghti at humble fame repine, 
Shall Johnson's wit with Johnson's spleen be thiue ?** 

Mr Burke's book has greatly fallen in my esti^ 
mation, since the replies have proved upon it 
much misrepresentation and suppressed evidence — 
have hunted its arguments into all their artful re- 
cesses, and demonstrated their sophistry. 
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Time seems giving the lie more and more 
every day to the predicted mischiefs and ruin of 
the new constitution. I looked through the dark- 
ened telescope of Burke^ and believed them in- 
evitable ; but^ at present^ the prophecy wears no 
likelihood of completion ; — *^ the Ides of March 
are come/' However^ since they are not past, 
we must wait^ without presumptuous decision, the 
event of this great experiment in politics. If it 
succeeds, crowns and nick-names, red ribbons and 
blue, will soon cease to excite the reverence of 
multitudes ; but be cast aside over the earth, as 
the frivolous toys of empire, contemptible in them- 
selves, and of a mischievous tendency. 

My visit to Mrs Mompessan was many ways 
delightful to me. I know few who are so hap- 
py, or who live so rationally. She makes her 
day long, and fills it up variously and well. When 
we meet, I shall speak to you of the separate 
pleasures of that excursion, both at Mansfield, 
Derby, and Burton ; receiving, as 1 did, the most 
kind and gratifying distinctions at all those places. 
My health, which had acquired great renovation 
in Nottinghamshire, drooped in that sultry wea- 
ther ; but 1 grew well again when the horizon 
clouded, and the winds blew. 

Right glad am I, that our fair friend is well 
married ; and question not that the mists of dis- 
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contoit will soon dear away from her mind. It 
IB too well constituted to suiFer regrets for a man^ 
that could have married her and would not, to re- 
main in its recesses^ amid the caresses of a tender 
and obliging husband. 

You ask me after your favourite Mrs 

She has a warm, generous^ good heart, and a very 
lively imagination ; but it is apt to run into lo- 
quacious harpings on those particular ideas which, 
when conversing, happen to have taken the lead 
in her mind. The matter is generally good, but 
too redundant. Johnson once said to Boswell, 
'* Sir, empty your head of Corsica." We should 
often make similar requests to Mrs -- — , if one 
had not sensibility enough to prefer being wearied 
one's self, to mortifying a spirit so ardent and in- 
' genuous. 

If Helen Williams goes again to France, and 
for so long a time, it is probable she will be lost 
to her native country. Her graces will tire some 
patriot heart, with whom she will, in turn, be 
charmed. 

Lady Gresley, with whom you are a great fa- 
vourite, desires to return her compliments. I 
.read to her several passages in your last. She 
was delighted with their lively eloquence. That 
which relates to the new Life of Johnson was 
one. ^^Ah! said she, I love Miss Weston for 
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being angry at the undue freedoms taken \?ith her 
friend. I do not justify Mr Boswell on their ac- 
count ; but, on the whole, it is a fascinating cofiir 
position, and I wish there were ten volumes of it 
instead of two." 

Adieu.— —Present my congratulatory compli^ 
m^Gits to your brother on his marriage; nor let 
me be forgotten to Mrs Weston. Heaven pro* 
tect the peace, and comforts, and health of dear 
Sophia, prays her 

A. Seward. 
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Rev. T. S. Whalley. 

July 13, 1791. 

It is at last given me to fix the day on which 
I set out for your Eden. A literary friendship, 
and correspondence of some standing, with a Mr 
Fitzthomas, became personal last sunmier. Some 
years past, he published a very able and classical 
vindication of Gray's poetry, from the envious 
sneers of that despot, Johnson ; but our tasteless, 
thankless age, which delights in the degradation 
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^ gemus^ paid Ktde attention to its defence, 
diot^ so Biiich was due. This gentleman has 
aidant mamierSy and is desenredly esteemed for 
the diflnsimi of his knowledge, and the benevo- 
lence of his heart. He was or^inally in the 
army ; but, resentii^ the insolence of a superior 
officer by a challenge, and wounding, but not 
mortally, his antagonist, was obliged to quit the 
service, for a temerity, which, not practising, he 
had met contempt. Such is the senseless injus* 
tice produced by the clashing claims of honour 
and subordination. 

On quitting the regiment, Mr F. took orders, 
and has since lived in lettered retirement, on the 
banks of the Arrow, rector of a village that bears 
the name of its river. I am told he has called 
around the fields and garden of his parsonage, the 
coy graces of secluded beauty. 

Tvnce married, he is again, in middle life, a 
widower, with one child, a lovely youth of 15, 
whose mind is rich in paternal cultivation, and 
whose address is of hereditary el^ance. My 
cousin, Mr White, accompanies me next Wed- 
nesday morning to the blooming bowers of my 
friend. I mean to pause bjeneath them on Thurs- 
day, and set out early enough on Friday morning 
to reach Bristol that night. 
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You are Very good to think of meeting me 
there: If convenient^ to be sure it would be very 
sweet, to anticipate, though even but by a few 
hours, the pleasuies of your society. 

Sophia writes to me, that she has thoughts of 
visiting Langford while I am your guest. If you 
can receive us both, without difficulty, her com- 
pany would delightfully complete the renewal of. 
those pleasures we tasted all together at Ludlow, 
in 1787- 

I long to embrace dear Mrs VVhalley, restored 
to us after that terriblei accident, by which we 
were so near losing her eternally. Dangers escap- 
ed increase alBfection in the same degree that new 
instances of worth augment esteem. 

What a charming description of your venerable 
friend, whose setting rays are so cloudless ! 

I hope to meet you with eyes, from whence the 
sanguine mists shall be dispersed, which hung 
about them when you wrote to me last. With 
that, and with every other desire for your and Mrs 
W/s welfare, I bid you adieu, happy to think it 
will be a short one. 
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LETTER XXIX. 

Ladt Greslby. 

Langfprd Cottage, July SO, 1791. 

Dear and revered Lady Gresley expressed a 
wish of hearing from we. I pay glad obedience 
to a request so flattering. Probably Mr White 
-mil have told your Ladyship how quiet we found 
the lately turbulent Birmingham, though the 
country romid bore mournful traces of desolating 
fury. I led him over the lawn to Mosely, 
where my dear friend. Lady Carhampton, had set 
up her rest, after a life of filial persecutions. We 
viewed, with aching heart, the scorched and ruin- 
ed remains of that spacious and elegant mansion, 
so late the abode of hospitality and cheerfulness, 
friendship, piety, charity, and peace. Alas ! the 
flames had resounded in those pleasant apart* 
ments, and reduced them to a cluster of falling 
walls. With a face of woe, her gardener ap- 
proached the chaise, and, in half-choked utter- 
ance, narrated the afilicting particulars : his Lady 
driven from her house, by a determined mob, who 
expressed a desire of not injuring her or hers, and 
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" False, fleeting, perjur'd Ciareiice, 
That slei¥ roe in the field at Tewksbnry !'* 

Probably to the no small amusement of a few 
street passengers. 

These enthusiasms have been a source of unmix-^ 
ed delight to me ; they have been always felt on 
approaching scenes dignified by any great event 
in the years long vanished^ or that have been the 
abode of genius, or the subject of its songs. Many 
a vexation have they banished^ many a gloom have 
thev illuminated. 

H. White has all this local glow of spirit, and 
it rendered him a thrice pleasant companion on 
my journey. Considering how we bustled about 
in this same town, peeping at the monuments, 
and all other vestiges of that battle, in which the 
red roses were blighted, toni up, and deluged in 
blood ; — considering that we walked through the 
cathedral at Glocester, during choir-service in 
the afternoon, exulting in the superiority of our 
own, both as to architectural beauty and choral 
powers; — ^we did great things, by my reaching 
Bristol that night, and Mr Whalley's early the 
next morning. 

At ten o'clock, Mr Whalley arrived in his 
chaise, to conduct me to his Eden, among the 
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Mendip moimtiins. Siognlarlyy and beyond my 
hi^raiaed expectations^ beautifid I did indeed 
find it ; situated, built, furnished, and adorned in 
die very spirit of poetic enthusiasm, and polished 
simplicity. It is about twelve years since Mr Whal- 
ley hefpn to cover, with a profusion of trees and 
shrubs, one of these vast hills, then barren like its 
brethren. The plantations seem already to hav6 
attained their full size^ strength, and exuberance 
of foliage. 

By the addition of another horse, to help the 
chaise-horses, we ascended the sylvan steep. At 
about two-thirds of its height, on a narrow ter- 
race, stands the dear white cottage, whose polish- 
ed graces seem smilingly to deride its name, 
tfaou|^ breathing nothing heterogeneous to cottage 
simplicity. The first floor consists of a small 
hall, with a butler's pantry to the right, and good 
kitchen to the left ; housekeeper's room beyond 
diat ; scullery behind the kitchen ; the offices at 
a little distance, detached from the house, many 
steps below this bank, and screened from sight 
by trees. The second floor contains, in front, to 
the north-west, three lightsome, lovely, though 
not large, apartments, whose spacious sashes are 
of the gothic form. These are the dining-room, 
drawing-room, and elegant boudoir beyond, all 
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opening through each other. My apartment^ 
from which I now write, is behind the boudoir ; 
its window, at the end of the house; looking to the 
east, and upon a steep lawn, sprinkled over with 
larches, poplars, and woodbines, excluded, by a 
circular plantation from all prospect, of that mag*- 
nificent vale, upon which the front rooms look 
down, in instant and almost perpendicular descient. 
A gravel-walk winds up this secluded lawn to the 
mountain top. Mr and Mrs Whalley, and their 
other guests, sleep in the attics. The wide-ex- 
tended vale beneath us has every possible scenic 
beauty, excepting only the meanders of a- river. 
Scarce two hundred yards from the villa, on the 
left hand, a bare brown mountain intersects this 
its woody neighbour, and towers equal heights. 
'The protection it extends from the north-west- 
winds has been every thing to Mr Whalley, as to 
the growth and health of his plantations. Slop-' 
ing its giant's foot to the valley, it finely contrasts, 
with barren sterility, the rich cultivation of the 
sceneiy below, and the lavish umbrage that cur- 
tains these steeps. 

With the sort of sensation that a beauteous 
country girl, in the first glow of youth and health, 
surveys an antiquated dowager of rank and riches, 
seems this little villa to look down on the large 
stone mansion of Langford Court, the property 
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•f Mr and Mn Whallej, and their former resi- 
dence. It stands in the valley, about half a mile 
6om nsy ^encircled by its fine lawn of two hun- 
dred acres, planted and adorned with great taste. 
Yet more immediately below us nestles, in a 
wood, the villi^ of Langford. The smoke of 
its farms and cottages, curling amongst the ti*ees 
at eariy mom, imparts the glow of vitality and 
cheerfulness to our romantic retirement. I climb, 
hf seven o'clock in a morning, the highest ter^ 
nure, and '' drink the spirit of the mountain gale," 
which seems to invigorate my whole frame, and 
give, my lungs the freest respiration. Never be- 
fore did I breathe, for any continuance, an atmos- 
phere so sublimated, llie extensive vale finely 
breaks into inequalities by knolls and dingles. 
The beautiful fields wearing, from the late rains, 
the brightest verdure, have waved outlines of 
plenteous hedge-moss, and appear, by their depth 
from the eye, shining and smooth as the lawns of 
our nobility. They are interspersed with thick 
and dark, though not large, woods. The whole 
wide expanse is dotted over by white rough-cast 
cottages, and here and there a village-spire and 
squiral chateau. 

fifteen miles in widdi, and about seven dis- 
tant firom this elevation, the Bristol channel lies, 
a sheet of silver^ stretched longitudinally over the 
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t&le. Bejondy we plakdy diicem the Welch 
coast, whose mountains bound the horizon. 

Mr Whallej's walks and bowets ave finely di* 
versificjdy 

*^ Shade above shade, a woody theatre." 

The several terraces ascending over each other 
are connected by steep windii^ paths for the ac- 
tive, and by grassy steps for the feeble. These 
terraces are so variously planted and disposed, as 
to avoid all that sameness to which, from their si- 
tnation, they were liable; now secluded and 
gloomy ; now admitting the rich world below to 
burst upon the eye. Hermitages and caves, cut 
in the rocky steeps, contain rustic seats, dedicated 
to favourite friends, by poetic inscriptions. — One 
to Mrs Siddons ; another to Miss Hannah More ; 
another to the accomplished Mrs Jackson of Bath ; 
one to Mr Whalle/s venerable mother ; another 
to Mr Inman, the excellent clergyman of tfiis pa- 
rish ; one to Sophia Weston ; and one to myself. 
These grottos relieve us perpetually by their 
seats amidst ascjents so nearly perpendicular. 

On the summit of this pendant garden we find 
a concave lawn, with a large root-^house in die 
centre of that semicircular bank, whose thick cur- 
tams of firs, larches, poplars, 8cc. form a darkly 
terdant fiinge, tbat^ rismg above the root-house^ 
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crownB the siouiii(tBi»4op. This rustic pavilion, 
8ii|>ported by i^iillan made of the boles of old 
liaes, and twined round by woodbines and sweet- 
peaa, is open in front, and conunands the whole 
q>lendour of the vale below. It contains a large 
table, on which we lay our work, our writing, or 
our book, which we cany thither in a morning, 
whenever the weather will permit. Hitherto the 
skies have not shone upon us with much summer 
warmth and brightness. 

I had the pleasure to find dear Mrs Whalley to^ 
lerably well, though feeling, at frequent intervals, 
severe memorials of her dreadful accident. She, 
Mr W., and myself, talk of your Ladyship and 
Miss Gresleys frequently, and always with the 
most lively interest. 

Mr Whalley 'smother is here, a miracle at eighty- 
five, of clear intellects, upr^ht activity, and grace- 
fid manners : also Miss Davy, a fine young wo- 
man, related to Mrs Whalley ; but charming So- 
phia is not here ; the scanty number of these 
pretty bed-chambers forbids the accommodation 
of more thsm two or three friends at the utmost. 
I have some hopes of seeing her at Bath .on Wed- 
nesday, whither we have been invited by Mrs 
.Jackson, in a letter of never-excelled spirit^ ele- 
gance, and kmdness. She daily expects Miss 
Weston's arrival. 
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My curiosity is on fire to view the drawings 
room of Europe^ as your Ladyship calls it, and 
to admire, with my actual sight, those graces 
which yoii have so often placed before my mind's- 
eye by veiy animated description. 

Late Miss Caroline Ansley, married to a Mr 
Bosanquet, inhabits the Hall-house, Langford 
Court, and makes Mrs Whalley a social and plea- 
sant neighbour. Her manners are obliging and 
ingenuous. She inquired much after Lady and 
Miss Gresleys, whom she said she had the pleasure 
of knowing very well ; and yesterday the celebrated 
fMiss Hannah More favoured me with a visit. I 
like her infinitely. Her conversation has all the 
strength and brilliance which her charming writ- 
ings teach us to expect. Though it was our first 
interview, and no previous connection, correspon- 
dence, or even message, had passed between us, 
she met me with an extended hand, and all the 
kindness of old acquaintance. 

I have wearied my fingers by the length of this 
letter, and fear a similar fate for your Ladyship's 
attention. Adieu ! dearest Madam ! Have the 
goodness to present my affectionate compliments 
in your domestic circle ; and to believe me, with 
the liighest esteem and attachment, your faithful, 
obliged; and obedient servant. 
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LETTER XXX. 

Mas MOMPESSAN. 

Jugust 23, 1791. 

I ACKNOWLBBGE ihjd kiiujness of your last 
ktter, my dear Mrs M., in the sweet retreat of 
jDy friend, Mr Whalley ; from the paradise he has 
opened in the wild bosom of one of the vast 
Mendip mountains. They extend twenty miles 
in. a chain, fronting the Bristol Channel, ^nd 
there I am, beneath the roof of his cottage, which, 
in its white frock of rough-cast, clings near the 
sunmiit of the steep ascent, with all its pines and 
laurels waving about it. Never was there a re- 
tirement at once so total and so gay ; — total from 
its umbrageous seclusion — gay from the gorgeous 
vale it commands, over which the sea stretches 
one of her wide arms, and over whose interven- 
ing sui'face a^e spread, in luxuriant expanse, 

^ i^, dale, and shady wood, and sonny plain." 
A populous and social neighbourhood, allure^ 
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hither by the singular graces of the scene, and by 
the hospitality of its owners, leave us but little 
time to ourselves. 

The week after I arrived here, Mr W. vras so 
good as to take me to Bath. We were the guests 
of his charming friend, Mrt Jackson, a woman of 
first-nite abilities and virtues. You will imagine 
how much I must be pleased with the rare union 
of architectu)^ magnificence with picturesque 
scenery, which refiders that celebrated city um 
matched in the worid. Hie momitig after my 
arrival there, I Called upon Mrs and Miss Wood*- 
house ; passing a rapid hour in their prized and 
interesting society, their look, their voice, restor- 
ing vanished years. I was delighted to see the ma- 
jestic beauty of your niece in such nearly perfect 
preservation, after so long an interval ; but time 
has laid his iron-hand upon your sister. 

The terrific graces of the late lurid Monday 
were, I trust, less severe with you than in this 
country, where they have been considerably mis- 
chievous. Our high ^nd rocky situation redoub- 
led the loudness of those bursting thunders, and 
the many and large windows of this sylvan lanthom 
admitted the full unteinpered blaze of the light- 
nings, that, during eight hours, glared incessantly 
through them. 
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You have Bkuddered over the bigot conflagra- 
tioai oi W8rw]ckilure*-aiid execrated the iniii* 
mous leditious 1iand4>ill thai awakened the fvry of 
ihe mob. 

How mudi I think myself obliged by your as* 
svatioet of constant welcome to the habitation I 
love at Mansfield Woodhoiise, I want words to 
say. You will not surely go abroad again, nor 
dbaiipoiQt my hope of your company at Lichfield 
diaii^ a part of next winter. Good Mr Green 
i% I hope, living still, and still amused widi his 
mnseum, as I hear nothing to the contrary ; but 
his healdb was very fedble and precarious, when I 
left home. Adieu ! 



mtm 



LETTER XXXI. 

Mrs Stokes. 

Lichjiddj Dec. 10, 179L 

I SIGH over the fallen blossom that so lately 
bloomed in your vicinity, and sincerely commiser- 
ate poor Miss Dorothy Percy, weeping over her 
sister's grave. , 
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The retired dispositioii of these amiable yonng 
women*, made them dislike the world and its 
gaieties, in dieir yet early youth. Their ill^ti- 
mate birth, though from a sire so noble,, has lefifc 
the hapless Dorothea, beneath tliis irreparable 
loss, alone on x>ur vride earth. No parent ! no 
uncle ! no aunt ! no brother I — and now, alas, no 
sister! 

I am surprsised at the stately and expennve 
funeral which ensued upon this decease. Had 
Miss Percy's birth been legal, the pageantry could 
not possibly have been more sumptuous. How 
busy over her insensate clay viras the ostentation 
she hated ! 

** Has death his fopperies? — then well may life 
Pat on her plume, and in her jewels smile." 

I am delighted with my god-daughter, the dear 
little Honora's recovery, and with the health which 
blesses you in your other blooming branches. 
Often do I reflect upon the ipteresting weeks I 
so lately passed with you in the bosom of your 

lively and lovely family. 

♦ •■ • 

* Natural daughters of the late Duke of Northumberland. 
They- lived, at that period, at Kidderminster, under the guard- 
ianship of a widow lady. — S, ' 
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• 

A late letter from Mr Whalley contains a de» 
lightfiil winter's landscape of his view from the 
rocky and lofty eminence on which stands his 
pine-sheltered villa. I cannot resist the tempta- 
tion of transmitting it here. 

" Our beloved cottage has still charms for us. 
Use cannot pall, nor custom stale its infinite varie- 
ty. Elevated as we are, the south-west hurri- 
canes pass innoxious over our heads, because we 
have plantations of evergreens, as you know, and 
terraces that rise above us to nearly the moun- 
tain's summit ; and because the more lofty moun- 
tain^ which intersects ours on the left, forms our 
shelterii^ screen. But those hurricanes rush with 
tenfold violence through the vale beneath us, 
while our comforts within are undamped by the 
rain, andunchilled by the frost. A thousand 
cottages, uhdescried in the leafy summer, now 
shQw their white cheerful faces. The brook, 
which you called a nothing, and which, during 
the softer seasons, is, in truth, most shallow 
and simple, runs now expanded, and foams with 
turbulent pride at our feet; while the more 
distant moors, covered with water, perfectly re- 
semble a majestic river, rolling between us and 
the sea." 

« 

Is not this a Salvatorial sketch ? — I mean to 
leave it in full force upon your imagination, and 
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dierefore shall not proloiig my letter^ except by 
kind remembraiaoes to Dr S. and the little omes. 



LETTER XXXIL 

Mr Newton. 

Jan. 16, 1791. 

I WRITE to you, dius early on the receipt of 
yours, beneath the impression .of a severe ^ock 
from the sudden death, in my presence, of my 
darling little dog, by the breaking, as is supposed, 
of the aneurism in her throat, which had never 
seemed to have given her the least annoyance till 
the minute in which it destroyed her. Her life 
had been a three year's rapture, so cloudless had 
been her health, so gay was her spirit, so agile 
her light and bounding frame, so pleasurable her 
keen sensibilities. How I miss her, constant and 
sweet companion as she was, it is not in every 
heart to conceive, or, conceiving it, to pity. — 
Giovanni laments her not less fondly; and her 
fate left no eye unwet in my little household. 
Her loss has spread the gloom of silence through 
this large m^nsibn^ so thinly tenanted, that per- 
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peturily rang widi the demonstratiMis eitfier of 
her joy or guardian watchfulness. Her incessant 
affection for me, her gentleness and perfect obe- 
dience^ occur hourly to my remembrance, and 
'^ thrill my heart with melancholy pain." 

My ii^enious, learned, and benevolent neigh- 
bour, Mr Green, whose poetic talents are adniir* 
able, sent me the ensuing enchanting stanzas, the 
day after I tost the beautiful, the clean, the sensi- 
ble, the beloved little creature. 



Tjo Miss Sewabd on the death of her 

FAVOURITE LAP-DOO SapPHO. 

GiABBy gentle maid, to shed the frequent tetr, 

That diins the liutre of thy beamy eyes ; 
Qrie^ and her tempting luxuries forbear. 

Nor longer heave those unavailing sighs. 

• 
Say. ahafl that heart, with noblest passions warm. 

Where ftiendship and her tram delight to rest, 
That minJ, where sense and playful &ncy charm. 

By fond extremes of pity sink oppress'd ? 

What thongh thy favourite, with her parting breath, 
ImplorM thy succour in a piercing yell, 

And seemM to court thy kind regards in death, 
As at thy feet, in mortal trance, she fell : 
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■ What fbouf^, when fate*8 resistless mandate came^ 
Thy firiendly hand was stretch'd in vain to save. 
Yet can that hand bestow a deathless fame, 
And plant unfading flowers aronnd her grave. 

Then let thy strains in plmntive accents flow, 
So shall thy much-loved Sappho still survive ; 

So shall her beauties shine Mrith brighter glow^ 
And in thy matchless verse for ages live. 

Thus, if perchance the q)lendid amber folds. 
Some tiny insect in its crystal womb, 

While its rare form the curious eye beholds. 
The insect shares the glories of its tomb. 

Severe has be^i the breath of this ragged win- 
ter ; — I hope it spreads no lasting blight in your 
domestic comforts. I have been much out of 
health through its icy progress, and obliged to 
throw myself upon medical assistance. Within 
this month my disorder has given way to the skill 
of my physicians ; but Mr Saville, the disinterest- 
ed, the humane, still suffers seizures in his 
stomach, of an uncommon, and. surely of an 
alarming nature. Heaven send they may be tran- 
sient, and, in its mercy, restore to health a life so 
valuable ! Adieu ! 
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LETTER XXXm. 

Datid Samwell, Esq. 

Jan. \9f 1791. 

Your last confirms my good opimon of your 
taste, by thetlislike it expresses to diat rumbling, 
straining, tnmid mass of incongruous metaphor, 
and incomprehensible ideas, the Delia Cruscan 
poems ; though, like our view of one of the Der- 
byshire smelting mills, as we journey by it, a 
b^ght flash now and then streams through the 
black and powdery gloom. 

The late Thomas Warton^s compositions, of 
every kind^ are infinitely dear to me. No man 
ever was, or probably ever will again be, so deep- 
ly learned in English poetry; and I have long 
been convinced, that there is no poetry, of any 
age or country, so well worth investigation. Hb 
preface and notes to Milton's Juvenile Works, 
convict Dr Johnson of ignorance, as well as of 
arrogance, concerning the subject upon which he 
stalked forth as the infallible decider in those 
boasted and ever-erroneous Lives; while that 
preface, and those notes of Warton's, contain 
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passages which, in luminous beauty of idea, grace 
of expression, and harmony of period, oratory 
knows not to excel. 

Our opinions are entirely in unison concemii^ 
the fashionable bi-avurarmusic. Equally do I 
despise it, and the false taste which, overlooking 
all the nobler powers and graces of that charm- 
ing science, calls for difficulty and miracles from 
the regions of distortion. 

Your poetical prophecy over the slave-pur- 
chasers is very striking and noble. It resembles, 
but not servilely. Pope's solemn anathema against 

** The mean deserter of his brother's blood.*' 

I hope to introduce to you, this spring, a 
friend of mine ; who, if his health permits, will 
be then in London — a being eminently worthy 
the friendship of every feeling heart. Adieu ! 
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LETTER XXXIV. 

C. Smtth, Esq. of Christ CoU^e^ Oxford. 

Feb. 1, 1792. 

I AM too much flattered by your attentioa to 
resist the desire of acknowledging my sensibility. 
Health is not such a total deserter from me as 
when I wrote to you last; but she comes not 
with her pristine evenness and glow, nor with 
en^y sufficient to shake off the oppressive fiend 
from my respiration^ which seems to chain my 
loii^ to the bottom of my stomach. 

M|« West's poems are correct, and her num- 
bers harmonious. If they do not blaze with the 
fires of genius, tbey sparkle with the serene light 
of an elegant and cultivated fancy. Had I known 
her direction, I should liivr^written to thank her 
for a compliment to my writings — too high, in- 
deed, for their deserts, but very ingeniously ima- 
gined. 

I am chagrined to find our friend, Cary, grown 
an heretic to the high poetic claims of his coun- 
try. His ear has been debauched by the luscious 
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smoothness of Italian tones^ till it delights no 
longer in the bolder and more majestic sounds of 
the English language. I hope the contagion of 
this apostacy will not spread. Its dissemination 
must prove very destructive to the pleasures which 
result from poetic studies. Milton and Yomig 
justly tell us^ that partaken pleasures are alone 
worthy of the name. The beauties of a language 
so little cultivated, must throw the gratifications 
they afford into an at least comparative solitude* 
That they have destroyed the health of Car/s 
taste and feeling, his avowed contempt of the 
glowing, energetic, though melancholy Young> 
gives me proof. I grant Young a most unequal 
poet ; but his host of faults are as dust in the bar 
lance against strength of thought so impressive; 
against allusions so plenteous and happy ; against 
imagery so distinct, forcible, and original. It is 
to such English bards that Cary prefers the pkr 
tonic trifling of Petrarch, and even that of his 
modern and feebler imitators in the idly warbling 
land of elegant concettos. 

Bind yourself, dear Smyth, I conjure you, to 
the mast of your native language, lest the Syrens 
of Italy allure you to unnerve, on their flowery 
shore, the manly energies of taste, that must, 
when preserved in strength and fimmess, secure 
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to the British bards die much indebted devotion 
q{ our rising jouth. Adieu. 



LETTER XXXV. 

Mb Whalley* 

Feb. 26, 1792. 

My dear friend, — ^You received a very deject- 
ed letter from me, about a fortnight since, on 
Giovlmni's departure for Bath, in a very danger- 
ous state of healdi. I thank God the Bath wa- 
teiB agree ^ith him ; and Dr Harrington gives 
hflB the most cheering hopes, that they will re- 
store a health so precious to all "who know our 
fn&ad, and know how to estimate uncommon ta- 
lents and virtues. Conscious of your kind sym- 
pathy, I cannot delay to impart these consoling 
tidings. 

I diank you cordially for offering to replace, in 
die first fruitfulness of your new little canine dar- 
lii^, the loss I have lately sustained. Yet, O ! what 
other animal of her species can replace the com- 
fort and the pleasure of her impassioned attach- 
meat, and uncommonly endearipg qualities ? and 
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I have determined to wait for a brother or sister 
of my sweet Sappho's, for the chance of:obtam» 
ing, from the same parents, one that may resemble 
her. Sure I am that the shock of her sadden 
death materially injured Giovanni. He doted 
upon her ; and, being out of health, the absolute- 
ly agonized grief with which he took up her life* 
less body, and the bitter tears he shed whenever 
he entered this house for many ensuing days, from 
missing the glad welcome of her bounding' af- 
fection and gay sensibility, preyed on his body a» 
well ^s oil his spirits. To this hour be caimot 
hear her mentioned, nor look at the places where 
she used to repose, without suffering visibly. 

You asked me in your last, what I say to French 
politics now. I see no reason for more appre- 
hensions on their account now than I felt in th^ 
summer, llie cause of the emigrant princes 
seems hopeless, and they appear to have scattered 
their fire-brands in vain. 

I dined with Lady Gresley on Monday last, 
and drank tea with her J^esterday — have the plear 
sure to see her feeble and delicate frame recover 
its usual standard of — health, alas ! it cannot justly 
be called. She and the young ladies desire kind 
compliments to Mrs W. and yourself. 

Often do I think, with sighs, of the hopeless 
state of dear Mrs Jackson's injured hand — ^yejt 



» 
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Sophia tells me it nodiiDg saddens the gaiety of 
her spirit. Charming woman^ how I love her ! 

Have you read that wonderful book^ The 
Rights of Woman. It has, by turns, pleased and 
dispLeaaedf startled and half-convinced me that its 
audior is oftener right than wrong. Though the 
ideas of absolute equality in the sexes are carried 
too fiir, and though they certainly militate against 
St Paul's maxiqls concerning that important com- 
pact yet do they expose a train of mischievous 
mistakeis in die education of females; — and on 
that nioinentous theme this work affords much 
better rules than can be fpund in the sophist 
Rousseau, or in the plausible Gr^ory. It ap- 
plies the spear of Ithuriel to their systems. 

I hope the pleasure of seeing Mrs W. grow 
tetter has long since overcome the mal-influeuce 
upon your nerves from marine damps, and from 
the monotonous murmuring of boundless waters. 
Adieu. 



} 
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LETTER XXXVI. 

Mrs M. Powys. 

March 6, 1792. 

I WAS erroneously informed that you were at 
the Abbey when Mrs Powys died. It is well to 
have been spared the personal contemplation of a 
scene so mournful; ,and it is comfortable that 
your final visit left friendly and pleasing im{Nnes- 
sions upon your mind. I am glad also that a sum^ 
by no means inconsiderable, devolves to you up- 
on an event little imagined to be so near. 

Bodily indisposition, and anxiety of mind, 
deepened to me the glooms of this rigid winter. 
Ah ! my dear friend, you would at present inquire 
after Giovanni in London in vain. Very alarm- 
ing symptoms of declining health obliged him to 
break his engagments there this Lent. His phy- 
sicians ordered him to Bath. He grows gradual- 
ly, though slowly better, for those strengthening 
waters ; — ^but his health is far from being re-esta- 
blished. The managers at Covent-Garden entreat 
permission still to continue his name on their lists 
— assure him of being favoured, to his titm6st 
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wish, as to die pressure of musical business, if he 
will but appear in die orchestra. Thb is very 
flattmng to his professional fame ; but it would 
be madness to abandon diose salutary springs ere 
diey have more fully restored the health he has 
lost. That restoration is of die utmost conse- 
qence to his daughter and her children, on whose 
exquisitely tender indulgence their support de- 
pends; and scarce less is it material to those 
friends who possess and know how to value the 
happiness of his society. 

You, who are conscious of what long duration 
my esteem for him has been, will imagine my so- 
licitude for hi^ safety — ^the only remaining friend 
in my vicinity who participated the social and in- 
teresting pleasures of my youthful days, or with 
whom I can beguile and enliven the vapid hours 
of a much-deprived existence, by recalling their 
animated perceptions, habits, and associates, 

^ From the dark shadows of o'erwhelming years." 

Poor Lovel Edgeworth ! O, how dear, though 
piersonally unknown to me — ^he, too, I am inform- 
ed, fades away again fast. I know Dr Darwin 
has an ill-divining spirit as to the event of his 
disea^. O, life! how does thy general uncer- 
tainty embitter the best blessings thou canst m- 
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dhridually bestow! That your pleasing youii^ 
fnend and pupil has ahakefi off, by Dr R. Dar- 
ynn's assisting skill, the iieryous fiielids which an- 
noyed her, I sincerely rejoice, . 

In despite of all those Powyssian vertiges 
which the dear old Abbey has, by this time^ fo^ 
ever lost, its walls, its apartments, its lawns, and 
its bowers, must always to me breathe a portion 
of resemblance to its beloved former inhabitants^ 
and to interesting periods loi^ passed and gone. 
Adieu, Adieu ! 



LETTER XXXVn. 

To Dr Down man of Exeter, on his presenting 

to me his Poems. 

March 15, 1792. 

Sir, — ^I think myself honoured and obliged by 
the poetic present you have sent me, and by the 
gratifying and elegant sonnet which precedes its 
treasures. Your muse is no stranger to me. I 
have read, with delight, more than once, the 
poem. Infancy, by Dr Downman of Exeter. It 
is an excellent didactic composition, in which the 
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mort milernl imtmctioDs are convejed, through 
bwing immbersi abd adorned bj the picturesque 
graces; 

These love el^ies remind me of Hammond, 
iiK^ like his, diey inust interest every feeling and 
sfiectionJate heart. Shall I confess that I like the 
iotiroduction die least of any thiiig in this pleasing 
collection. Verse is, in its very nature, artful; 
dMMigh, what should be its essence, poetry, that 
is, the metaphors, allusions, and imagery, are the 
natural product of a glowing and raised imagina- 
tion. Tliere may be verse without poetry, and 
poetry without verse; but when the genuine 
bard assumes these fetters, which custom has pre- 
scribed him, surely no elegance, no ornament, is 
beneath his care, which may contribute to embet- 
lish them. 

Our best poetry is frequently alliterative, viz. 
Milton's, Dryden's, Pope's, Gray's, 8cc. and I 
am told the Greek and Latin classics use allitera- 
tions lavishly. A fine ear for the construction of 
numbers naturally falls into it. To such the 
avoiding it must be the effect of care and art, much 
more than its occasional use. 

If, by '^ The doubled epithet of monstrous 
lei^h," is meant the compound epithet, that is 
one of the nerves of our science, enabling us to 
condense our sense, which must increase its 
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force. If it means the using two or more adjec- 
tives to one substantive — ^that also, from the pen of 
genius, and when they are in climax, often pro- 
duces admirable effects. 

Pardon the freedom of this expostulation in 
defence of a practice you reprobate, and believe 
me much pleased to see Hygei^ presenting tbe 
name of Downman to the Muses for their lists, in 
addition to those of Akenside, Armstrong, Garth^ 
and Darwin. 

I am. Sir, &c. 



LETTER XXXVIIl. 

Mrs Hayley. 

March 19, 1792. 

Ah ! yes, dear Mrs Hayley, there has been 
but too much cause for apprehension from die 
nature of our friend's complaints, which the Bath 
waters alleviate, without, as yet, removing them. 

Comfortless has this rigid and dreary winter 
proved to me. Not a week passed away without 
bringing me apprehension, grief, or illness ; while 
die sable banner of death waved about our city 
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for many of my acquaintance. I felt myself in- 
capable of every kind of exertioti^ and could nei- 
dier visit my distant friends, nor i^eceive them at 
my own house ; so^' from time to time, I defer- 
led my journey into your neighbourhood, and sat, 
sad and diivering, and indisposed, by the fire, 
still hoping diat milder and gladder days would 
come, 

^ And light mc oa my way to Nottugham." 

But they came not ; and then Mrs Martin, whose 
gu^t I was to have been, took wing for Bath, in 
quest of her lost health. 

You mistake in thinking Giovanni's spirits not 
naturally good ; nobody has more native hilarity. 
If his recovery proceeds, and he returns to us in 
tolerable health, I hope the vernal gales will 
blow you and Mrs Archdale hither, escorted by 
the * Robin Goodfellow, if small enough for a 
travelling companion. 

I am glad you admire our feir blossom. Miss 
Howard. When exercise adds roses to the li* 
lies, her beauty is exquisite. The eastern poets, 
who compare their mistresses to young roes, I 
have often thought give us \erses which describe 

* A portrait of Mr Hayley*s little proteg^, in the character 
of Robin Goodfellow, by Romaey. 
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ber. There is an innoceiit wildneM in her clear 
shiniiig eyes; which, like those of the roe aild die 
stag, are at once lively and timid. 

Ab for your Freudi ballad — ^It is true I profesi 
myself a cobler of songs ; but I sicken at the sq^ 
of a French one under my awl and my hammer, 
the double rhymes which their tunes require are 
so unmanageable. Though, from the pen of 
Voltaire, this in question is a strange string of 
amorous conceits. That die gendeman feek a 
certain something for the lady, he labours hard to 
make appear ; and it is more tender than love, 
and more faithful than friendship. I should like 
to know the name of diis non«descript feelii^. 
Adieu ! 



LETTER XXXIX. 

Rev. Dr Gregokt. 

March 25, 1792. 

You are wise, my dear Sir, in not sluicing 
off your golden leisure into the unprofitable, 
the fameless channel of private correspondence. 
While I want resolution to avoid doing so, it is 
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in vnin to inquire after my literary pursuits. Some 
epistolary duty or other is always stepping in be- 
tween me and them. 

N^yw let me thank you for two instances of 
kind attention^ which enabled me to pass several 
honni very i^reeably ; die introduction of your 
ingenious friend, Mr Rogers of Liverpool, and 
die reperusal of your ingenious book, the Life 
of Ghatterton. I read it with much interest and 
fdeasure on its first appearance ; for it is an elo- 
quenty spirited, and valuable memoir of the most 
extraordinary genius which perhaps ever existed. 
This ill-starred youth certainly found ancient and 
curious manuscrq;)ts, which furnished the hint of his 
design, and upon which he poured the splendours 
of his rich imagination, kindling and flowering as 
he proceeded. Very superficially, indeed, is the 
perfection of modem harmony, and the grace of 
modem imageiy, veiled by obsolete verbalism. 
Tlie involuntary imitations, and often entire pla- 
giarisms from our late poets, too striking for the 
possibility of coincidence, are, of themselves, suf- 
ficient proof how largely at least these poems are 
modem. You have pointed out several instances, 
and I am struck with several more which you do 
not notice. 

} generally agree with you as to the high de- 
gree of estimation in which you hold the particu* 
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lar passages you cite in the notes. The descrip- 
tion of morning, from the second part of tile 
Battle of Hastings, is eminently poetic ; but iiM 
of Salisbury Plain might surely have been written 
by anybody. Except the words drear array, it 
contains no poetry. '^ There stands a pile of 
rugged mountains placed upon each other, which 
could not be the. work of human hands." Those 
very words have, questionless, been used in coflir 
mon conversation by many a commonly sensible 
traveller, describing Stonehenge. 

I -think also that there is not much fertility of 
genius in the ballad, cited page 157- The con»- 
parison to the doe seeking shelter in green trees, 
is the only uncommon thought it contains. The 
shepherd's assertion, that none but his sheep will 
come to interrupt them, is in a canzonet, set to 
music by Morley, in Queen Elizabeth's time, and 
beginning, ^' Haste my Nannette," &c. The 
whole fascinating first eclogue I got by heart 
years ago. Substituting modern for the obsolete 
words, the rhythm became as melodious as the 
ideas are beautiful. CoUins's eclogues probably 
suggested to Chatterton the idea of these, which 
are, I dopbt not, wholly his. There is a strik- 
ing similarity between my favourite Raufe and Ro-. 
bert, and the fourth of Collins, Agib and Secander. 
Sweet as is the latter, I yet prefer the simpler 
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feoderness and native scenery of die imitation^ to 
the oriental descriptions and flowing numbers of 
die origmal. 

I am as sorry for your moleism to Ossian as 
to Sterne. It induces you to do Macpherson a 
great deal too much honour. Not that I believe 
he had ancient manuscripts, any more than I be- 
lieve his imi^ination responsible for the original, 
die solemn, the sublime mythology ; the Salvato- 
lial landscapes, and the countless emanations of na- 
tural and beautiful sensibilities, scattered through 
those fragments, collected with infinite industry 
by their editor from oral traditions. 

Catching a portion of their fire, he connected 
them, doubtless, with much of his own, weaving 
them tc^ther for the Fingal, into something like 
a regular epic. Probably the episodes are entire- 
ly Erse. Internal evidence lies here, with all its 
weight, for the originality of the Erse poetry, as it 
is totally against it in the Rowleyan. 

I impute the fustian passages, of which it must 
be allowed there are several, to Macpherson ; 
and it is almost all I can allow him as to the 
images and ideas. Great praise, however, he 
merits,. for the judicious adoption of the style of 
the Scripture poetry for their vehicle. It amazes 
me, that any one, admiring the poetry of the sa- 
cred pages^ can be insensible to excellence so 
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much on a level, and resembli^ it so strikii^Iy, 
without servile imitation. 

We find, from Mason's edition of his friend's 
letters, how dear the Ossian was to Gray. Thoo^ ' 
Chatterton could not obtain its beauty when he 
attempted to write in that style, yet that he felt 
its high claims, is, by that attempt, demonstrated. 
We always admire before we imitate. I am to 
enthusiast to the writings of Chatterton ; yet, if I 
was reduced to the choice of no more looking at 
a line .of them, or of eternal abstinence from the 
pa^es of Oflsiah, I would, of the two, res^ th^ 
former. 

Never yet have I opened the Erse volume 
without a poignant thrill of pensive transport. 
The lonely scenery of a barren and mountainous 
coimtry rises before me. By turns I see the blue 
waves of dieir seas, rolling in light ; and then, by 
the dark storm, lashed into foam, and burstii^ 
upon their rocks. I view the majestic and me- 
lancholy graces, in the persons of the warriors and 
their mistresses, walkii^ over the sUent hills. 
The tender consecration of the memory of their 
lost friends, and of the vanished years, are in uni- 
son with all the feelings of my soul ; and their 
machinery, sailing upon the blasts of the deser^ at 
once awes and delights me. 
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Not Homer fatnaeif has given us a speecb of 
iaUimer spirit and fire dmn the foUowing : 

*" Fly/thott diief of peace," said Calmor, "< fly 
to tiij silent hills, where the spear of battle never 
jhone! Pursue the dailtJbrown deer of Gromla, 
or stop^ with thine arrows, the bounding roes of 
Lena! But, blue*eyed son of Semo, CuchuUin, 
scatter thou the sons of Lochlin, and roar throng 
the ranks of dieir pride ! Let no vessel from the 
kingdom of snow bound on the waves of Inistore! 
Ye winds of Erin rise ! — howl ye whirlwinds of 
die heath ! — amid your tempest let Calmor die, if 
ever chaoe was sport to him so much as the battle 
afshidds!" 

The description of Crugai's ghost, in the second 
bocA of Fingal, is one of the sublimest, as dwt of 
Margaret, in Mallet's celebrated ballad, is one of 
fhe<most beautiful that poetiy can shew us. 

^ His face was as die beam of die settii^ 
moon ; his robes were of the clouds of the hill ; 
his voice as the gale of Ae reedy lake ; his eyes 
two decaying flames; and dark was the wound on 
liis faraast. Dim, and in tears he stood, and 
stretched his pale hand to the hero.'' 

^ Her fine was like an April moniy 
Clad In a wintry doud." 

Vol. III. I 
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I meant to have observed, before I quitted tbe 
subject of your Chattertonian volume, that I think 
you have not given sufficient praise to the imp^- 
sonization of Winter in the cJegy on T. PhiUi{i8* 
It appears to me so finely conceived, as that no 
poet, living or dead, has ever excelled it. 

By this prolix letter, you would not think that 
I have been a long invalid, from disorders con- 
tracted by the sedentary employment of a corre- 
sponcknce oppressively extended. I repeat, how 
much wiser are you, and how much better doyott 
employ your time ! 

Adieu* All health, all happiness, all celebrity 
attend you; — ^yet you are now surely treading 
beaten ground, whose fruit and flowers have all 
been gathered. However, as I have no great ap- 
petite for politics, and am consequently uninte- 
rested in the minute history of a period so near 
our own time, and with whose events we are so 
familiar, I have but an incompetent guess con- 
cerning the degree of acceptability vidth the pub- 
lic which your present undertaking will meet;— 
but I remain always, with great esteem, dear Sir, 
yours, &c. 
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LETTER XL. 

Chris. Smtth^ Esq. of Christ Churchy Oxon. 

Jpril 2, 1792. 

Your attentions to me are every way gratify- 
iog. I cxHudder the monody on dear, gallant, un- 
fortunate Andr6, as much honoured by your be- 
stowii^ upon it your valuable leisure, and the 
frtfits of a learned education, that it may appear 
in a Latin dress. Nothing can be more flattering 
to me limn to know that my writing are translat- 
ed by &e ingenious^ 

As for the drawing you are so good to promise, 
I absolutely long for it^ With what pleasure 
shall I gaze upon my native scenery, traced by 
your hand ! The first scenic objects that met my 
infant glance, and impressed me with their lonely 
and romantic grandeur, were the mountains, 
the rocks, and the vales of Derbyshire. Nursed 
in their bosom tiH I was nine years old, and often 
passing the summer months there through my 
youth, though Lichfield had then become itiy re 
sidence, poetic descriptions and penciled resem 
blances please me best when they take the Salva 
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torial style. This early- acquired predilection 
steeps my eyes in the dews of pensive transport, 
when they stray over the pages of Ossian. 

I dare believe you wish me the return of that 
important blessings whose absence withers the 
bloom of every other good, though it is often pos- 
sessed without being enjoyed, Alas! by the 
want of it only do we learn to estimate its infinite 
value ! 

Scarcity ot leisure had prevented me from hmiK- 
ing examined Mrs West's poems with sofficient 
attention when I wrote to you last. Their nieiit 
rises upon me. They possess more Aoman fire 
than I had then perceived. The natural tendei^ 
ness in the third elegy, and the energetic spirit 
and bold landscape-paintmg in the third pastoml^ 
delight me. Her tragedy is too much of the cold 
declamatory school. Jephson is the oidy fine 
tragedy writer of this day; and our wise public 
critics either afiect to despise his writings through 
envy, or are really insensible from stupidity, of 
their high claims to the meed of genius and true 
dramatic fire. 

When you see Cary, make my compliments 4 
little as I am in charity with him for preferring 
the " jays of Italy to the larks of England." A 
publication which came out in 1755, 1 read with 
pleasure in my days of girlhood, without having 
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seen it nnoe. Last nigiit, looking among some 
Ad boob, I found it^ and soon opened upon the 
following passive.— I should observe that it is en- 
titled Leiten on Taste. 

** Nodiing vitiates the poetic taste of young 
men more than a fondness for the Italian poets. 
Their fint^ed allusions, their concetti, and perpe 
tual affectation of hunting for pretty thoughts in- 
discriminately on every subject, are so many de- 
viations from good writing. They degrade the 
dignity of elevated poetry, and totally destroy that 
toochii]^ simplicity which is the vital grace of the 
pastoral. Not that I mean to extend this cen 
sure to every part of their compositions. We 
find beautiful passages in Tasso's Jerusalem of 
one kind, and in his Aminta of the other; in 
Arioato's Orlando, and in Guarini's Pastor Fido. 
Nor would I snatch from them the palm for hav-* 
ing invented the dramatic pastoral. Yet are 
there, in those celebrated pieces, the Aminta and 
Pastor Fido, such a tasteless profusion of that 
diining stuff, which Boileau calls clinquant, as 
must disgust every reader whose fancy is chasten- 
ed by that parent of just criticism, unerring Na- 
ture. 

** I should be glad if some of these gentlemen, 
who assert the general superiority of the Italian 
poets over those of our country, would impartial- 
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ly compare Fletchier'ft Faithful Shepherdess and 
Milton's Comus with the above mentioned pieces. 
They would then find that branch of laurel so siic« 
cessfully> by those great writers, transplanted from 
Italy to Eugland, flourishing much bett^ in our 
temperate climate, than on the banks of the 
Tyber. But, as the Faithful Shepherdess is more 
precisely a dramatic pastoral than Comus, let tha 
contention rest on that alone/' 

This writer then proceeds to quote several 
passages from the Faithful Shepherdess, all of ex- 
treme beauty. I cannot resist inserting one of 
them here. By the way, Mr T. Warton very 
juslly observes, in his notes to the Juvenile Poems 
of Milton, that the imitations in Comus of this 
pastoral of Fletcher's are so near, as almost to 
amount to plagiarism. Now for the finished de- 
scription of a sulky, idle, malicious character : 



-^^ A shepherd dweUs 



Down by the moor, whose life hath ever shewn 
More sullen discontent than Saturn's brow, 
"When he sits frowning on the burths of men : 
One that doth wear himself away in loneness; 
And never joys, except it be in breaking 
The holy piloted trotlis of mutual sonls : 
One that lusts after every several beauty. 
But yet was never known to like, or love, 
Were the face fairei^ and more full of charms 
'^lian Phoe1)e ift her fiihiess, or the yput^i 
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Of MBOOtb I^yms^— wlioBe iwgb^lanred flocks 
Are alwign scabby^ and infect all sheep 
Hiey ieed wHIial i wbqse lambs are ever last. 
And die before dieir weanhig; and ivbote dog 
Is, like fab master, lean, and foil of scitif. 
Not cariof for the pipe or thistle." 

The genius of this portrait may challenge. the 
best poetic pencil of ancient or modem Italy* 
Adiei^ ! 



LETTER XLI. 

To Mr RoBABTjs of London, on the Death of 

his Wife. 

May 14, 1792. 

My dear Sir, — Having expressed to Mr Osorio 
my concern for yomr great loss, I would not too 
soon intrude upon your affliction by condolences, 
which only disturb and yet more painfully agitate 
the heart during the first paroxysms of anguish. 
J am well aware how sharp they must be 
to an affectiopate husband, upon the loss of 
her who was ^ndearisd by long proofs of af- 
fection, in a union of so many years duration, and 
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united with him n all his interests, views, and 
hopes. By such a deprivation^ the habits of life 
are broken, and all is dreariness and vacuity 
around us. But the softener^^ time, weans us at 
length from the mournful luxuries <rf unavMliug 
grief ; and the necessity of turning our attention 
into new channels, however oppressive diat neces- 
sity at first appears, restores, by degrees, die vi- 
gour of the mind, and the cheerfulness of the 
spirits; while a consciousness that the friend,i 
whose eternal absence we deplore, has exchanged 
a state of suffering for a state of blessedness, gra- 
dually extracts, in this progress, all the corrosive 
particles from our sorrow. 

That those restoratives of peace and comfort 
may have their earliest and best effect upon your 
mind, is very sincerely my wish. 

With kind condolences to the many filial 
mourners for my lost cousin, 1 ren^ain, dear Sirj^, 
your obliged friend. 
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LETTER XWI. 

Bbt. R. Polwhble. 

May 95, 17Q^. 

Sib, — ^I tliiok mysdf mudi honoured and oblige 
ad, by a piresent from the hards of Devonshire 
and Cornwall^ of their coUected poetic orbs ; and 
that the brightest star iii the galaxy bends its auspi- 
cious rays on my muse, in an elegant manuscript 
fxxatietf their harbinger. 

I am not insensible to the many emanations of 
genius and fancy in these volumes ; though it has 
been my lot, alas ! to bend upon them an eye Ian* 
gjEudfirom indisposition, an attention wandering, 
and robbed of all its energy, by the dangerous 
illness of a friend, loi^, very long beloved ; in 
whose sight, and in whose prized society, I have 
lived from my earliest youth; who knew and lov* 
ed all those dear friends, of whom the grave has 
already deprived me ; a friend, in whose cleur 
spirit I never observed one cold shade of selfish- 
ness, <Mie spot of depravity. 

It concerns me to find that you have been so 
imfortunate in the loss of your infants ; yet, to 
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bow sweet a sonnet has that loss given birth ! 
The general fault to my taste of the sonnets in 
Ihb collection, is, their want of the Miltonic 
breaks at various parts of the lines ; which breaks 
appear to me a necessary characteristic in that 
species of measure, from having accustomed my- 
self to consider the best of Milton's sonnets, at 
its proper model; yours to your infant Maria, 
ha» the break, or floating pause, and with tii^t 
property, every other charm that can endear it ta 
. the heart and the imagination* 

Your Lyrics, which open the second voluBi^ 
are very fine. The Ode to Sleep, and the Mona 
are sublime ; that to the river Coly, picturesque, 
interesting, and lovely.. The Picture Gallery I 
tike the least, because I least understand it. 

My ever grateful devotion to the charming, 
though now much neglected muse of Shenstone, 
will not permit me to restrain expression of the 
regret and disgust I feel to. see this pleasing mis- 
cellany disgraced by a feeble attempt to ridicule 
her natural and beautiful effusions. Shenstone 
appears to me the . only professed pastoral podt, 
who has struck the true pastoral chords ; who 
has that graceful simplicity, which the pastorals 
of Virgil and Pope want, without any of that 
coarseness into which, attempting to be more na- 
tural, by painting vulgar nature^ Spenser, 6ay^ 
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and PbiUipt fidl. Shenstoney actually living in 
the daily piunuit of rural cares, and in the habi- 
tual cultivatioo of acenicbeautyy wrote as he felt. 
He places before us the landscapes by which he 
was surrounded ; and all the coy graces of a re- 
fined imagination, and of a feeling heart, flow na- 
turally in his verse. Ample, surely, is their power 
to elevate, and raider interesting the benevolent 
employments of the country gentleman, blended 
with the pursuits of the scholar, and a taste for 
the fine arts ; the dignity of friendship, and the 
aumated^ yet delicate solicitudes of growing pas«< 
aipn. Something of excellence must surely be 
waning in the head or heart of those who per- 
ceive not the delicious influence of these unob- 
trusive, diese genuine beauties of sentiment and 
descppticm, who forget that we owe the happiest 
imiiatioiii of Spenser's best manner to Shenstone. 
The schoolmistress is alone su^icient to entitle 
its authpr to an high seat in the poetic fame of 
Britain. 

When you see Dr Downman, have the good- 
ness to present my best compliments and thanks 
for the obliging letter with which he lately fa- 
voured me. My pen had conveyed its acknow- 
ledgements to himself, if the state of my health 
and spirits permitted the cultivation of any new 
correspondence, in addition to ,the too extended 
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one in which I have been long involved. I re- 
main, with much esteem, Sir, jour faithful, obl^^« 
ed, and obedient servant. 
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H. Gary, Es^^. of Christ Church. 

May 9Qf 1792, 

I THAMK you for your letter, and should be 
sorry to pass it over in bold silence, though Hea- 
ven knows I am at present most unfit to enter 
the lists of criticism ; for my heart ia drooping 
with sorrow, and sickening with apprehension 
from the dangerous illness of a long-dear frieHd. 

Your assertion, that Chaucer, Spenser, and 
Milton are the greatest poets of this country, 
may be controverted. Chaucer had certainly ge- 
nius ; but beneath the rust of his obsolete, coarse> 
and inharmonious diction, there is no ascertaining 
its degree. Milton is perhaps the third great 
poet the world has produced ; however, we are 
not to forget, that, to use your own words, *' in 
the sublimer province of poetry, imagination," 
S^kespeare holds the light so far above even 
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him, duit Chtucer and Spenser, thrown into Mil* 
ton's scale, will hardly make up the difference* 
Such is the poetic glory of England. The re- 
membrance of ^lakespeare entirely does away 
your asseftioo, diat ^' true poetic excellence has 
been more or less cultivated amongst us, accord- 
ing to the d^pree in which ibe Italian poets 
. have been admired and studied. 

^ For he was onn nnschooPd, and to vb bronght) 
More tfum idl Enropey Greece, and Asia taught.** 

« 
The late great Warton has proved^ that Miltoa 

atudied, and borrowed as lavishly from his poetic 

predecessors in this country, as he did from the 

jQreek, Ae Roman, and Italian bards. Brown^ 

Drayton, and Fletcher were his models in Comus, 

li'AUegro, and II Penseroso, greatly as he has 

improved upon them. 

I should by no means have been sorry that you 

bad studied and admired the Italian poets ; but it 

is of your unjusft, unpatriotic preference of them 

to the sublimer bards of your own country, that I 

am indignant. You plead the estimation in 

which they are held by Milton, Gray, Mason^ 

Hayley, and Warton. It is said the latter knew 

Italian very imperfectly; and his works proves 

that English poetry, from its first dim dawn to 

its present meridian splendoiu*, was the chief ob* 
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ji«v: ^^Ittif^ iSWWtHmL I nefcr heard of 1117 
yw atw rniv. » >*wi inwp f^vea, in i in l awMl by cil 
v« )W ^itrr fiwr^ Ihwi-vu ihey migfat tike de- 
)^^ n rx|it«Mc Ar poetic efloresceiice of 
ki^S. hMirrix. 1 Iwvr bnrd Mr Hayley wmat 
Ac :ii«M»4)vi;\ of ihr Bntkh butis, collectifdv, 
V ^^«^ w* «!¥> t^ohrr montiT. Rdigioiulj do 1 
W^H^ ihK ^ ]ii»« of fptsuDs, aocumulated in 
)ku» %N>»Mikiin 9aiKY Spfnwr s timey is far greater 
Awk 4M\ ^^Wir naxktt can boast Under tkis 

m 

<\tti\KU«^vk 1 an pnMxK content to limit my 
^ik^lka> M ibM Aanrnng acknrr widiin the pale 
^~ )M> <>«vi co^ifMHiK^ rk^ aind luamoiiioas Ian* 
isui^^ iW |?i\^^ wt Laxnirx of rnUdi lias already, 
mjkvi ka» l^ti^^ uMidtt v d ii snffidenetly Towelled^ 
a^dk^Miih »^<«^ ce«|aM», and saoarooB, to do 
r\<r> jusOK^r ca acwnd to ihe MBXinents, tlie alliv- 
aikotos ibr imjwnkwiicaxiaw of i«enii». 

1 i\wiHMi» 1 caMKa peiravr tke h^ vahie of 
ike auiatr 3\w ««rr so good 10 transble for me 
ti\«u * jUanitfw li is landoubicidiT a natnral de- 



|M«»Mi^ m tx^fmi0tif dkm frim uubt >>* Ac the riwqp 
csiHMT Mrt «i tkr M4 MMM^ akas, otben n fwin* tAen tkive 
K^CeAwt, IW i\«i rtaai ftwfiiL f«ttii^ their <y» laiaaKi to 

^l ai tui ikr tat 4im,'aB 1W ««» a* the 

gllMT Wek. If il» a^fli 

t 



LBTTER XLIII. 143 

scriptkm of ^ manners and habits of a flock K)f 
sheep ; but what truth, what sublimity, what 
beauty you can see in cpmparii^ a crowd of spi- 
ritB| or ghosts, to them, I cannot conceive. If 
sheep are such silly imitators of their leader, why 
are we to suppose a troop of ghosts would all 
put their eyes and noses to the ground because 
the first might do so, in the same sort of ambi- 
ticm with which the clown tumbles after Harle- 
quin ; and so I can discern no apposition in this 
vaqnted simile, without which, a simile is but on 
a level with his, who said, " even as a wheelbar- 
row goes rumble rumble, even so that man lenda 
another sixpence." 

The imaginary resemblance of a flying spirit 
to the meteors of night is poetic enough, but not 
half so sublime as the comparison in the old bal- 
lad, William and Mai^aret, of the corpse, or ap- 
parition of a beautiful young woman, to an ^pril 
morning, " clad in a wintry cloud." 

Adieu ! dear Cary. — May you ascend the emi- 
nences of literary fame, by whatever paths you may 
choose to approach them ; and never may you know 

80 Ilu8 crowd of spirits stopt at our approach/ &c.~^peak- 
mg of the swift motion of a spirit that flew from them, he says^ 
* I never saw tiie lighted vapom« at the beginning of nigfat 
cat the afar so swiftly, nor when the son is setting in the clouds 
«f aotmmi.' Such are the sketches of Dante's pen."— & 
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snch heart-aches as I now feel to pall and damp 
your intellectual ardours ! 



LtlTTER XLTV. 

Lady Blackiston. 

June 5, 179^. 

It is a satisfaction to me, dear Lady B., that 
the sea no longer divides us. ^ May your new 
home, in the gay and beautiful * city, increase die 
health and cheerfulness of ydurself and good Co- 
lonel Cane ! 

The sight of your Ladyship's well-known hand 
at once pleased and reproached me. Alas ! fre- 
quent ill healthy long anxiety, and Apprehension 
for the life of a very dear friend, weighing about 
my heart, created a great disinclination to my 
pen. Never have I known so long a depression 
of spirits. I often fear that the days of cheerful- 
liess and peace will no more return. It concerns 
tne to find that you, too, nby amiable friend, have 
sources of deep anxiety for your heart's second 

* Bath. 
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dearest -object* May those clouds which the 
graspii^ and injurious avarice of his worthless 
kinsmen haie raised about his destiny soon dis- 
perse, and his prosperity restore peace to his a^ 
fectionate mother's heart ! 

You inquire after Mrs Mompessail. She ha* 
a nephew, Mr Heathcote, envoy from our Court 
to that of Bon, in Germany, where, some few 
years since, he married a lady of that country, 
whose fortune was large, and with whom he now 
lives in great splendour. Mrs M. had afiairs to' 
setde with this gentleman, which required to be 
adjusted in person. Disappointed, from time to 
time, by his £uling to execute his schemes of vi« 
siting England/ she took the spirited resolution of 
going over to him ; and to render the expence of 
the expedition as light as possible, since her ge- 
nerous disposition, and a but competent fortune, 
allows her no money to lavish, she took not with 
her either friend, or man-servant, or maid-servant. 
Alone, at sixty-three, she crossed the sea, and the 
continent ; alone, she returned to her native coun- 
try, after a three mouths' residence at Bon. Her 
pleasant home again receives her, in amend- 
ed health, and invigorated spirits; charmed with 
her visit to this beloved nephew, at whose mu- 
nificent table she' conversed with ncd^^nen, 

.VOL. III. . . K 
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vridi men of letters, with politician^ and philo* 
sophers. 

Platomc, as you humorously call him, disap- 
points my expectations, raised by his attachment 
to amiable Mrs B. I suppose he u one of those 
many men who, like old Shadrach and his cou^ns, 
can walk through fire with an unsinged skin. I 
hope the lady's is as impenetrable ; and then, as 
he is a good soul, no harm will be done. I had 
set my heart on permanent good to our friend as 
the result ; but time runs on, and my wish re- 
turns to me unfulfilled. 

Tliis large mansion still contains me, and the 
lovely scenes around it are in all the glow of 
summer beauty ; but my heart is heavy, and de- 
prives me of the capacity to enjoy them. 

Adieu, dear Lady B., adieu ! 



LETTER XLV. 



Miss H. Williams. 



July 26, 1792. 

Depressbd as my spirits have long beaii, and 
yet remain, by the alarmingly declining health of 
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ioBad, and fagr tke aiisene* of otbersi to whooe 
telngv nd deidaj I cmiwot be kdiffeFent, asy 
heart will not dispense with addressing joa, 
duroogh mj pen^ on your return to your native 
country. I masl regret, diat if ia only ob a tran- 
sient visit diat you determine to reside in a king- 
dom convulsed by fierce and contending factions ; 
but your wishra are with the moderate party ; the 
civic crown and laurek of Fayette are spotless in 

The flame of liberty muil glow in your bo- 
SDBi witk B» GOiraion fervont > to make you choose 
te be so aeaff a spectator of tbe struggles of that 
yel dklsacted ceuetry ; while the mavy who tar- 
ried ^ in her vineyards^ and mads theneetvea an 
hofloie in bev cities, now pass throi^ bar land like 
a liver-f* 

Her king a|qpcarB| at last in earnest, to have 
innitatsd virtue, '^ tSl, seetmng good, he grew to 
what be seemed*'^ The account last week'ft Ge*- 
nend Evening Poet brought us of those mutual 
instances of affection and trust, which passed be- 
tween him and the populace, on die eventful ai>- 
niveirsary, filled my eyes widi those delicioua tears 
which it ia such luxury to shed. I cannot, at 
least I win not^ doubt its reali^. If this gene- 
rous influence continues to increase and spread, 
without degenerating into insolence in the one, in- 
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to senrility in the many, the lei^e of despotbm 
must be fruitless, when, like the Greeks before the 
hosts of Xerxes, 

*^ One spirit sfaall mle the fi«e, and every eye. 
Glare on their envious foes, not on themselves, 
Pemicioos fire, to wither all their stroigth. 
To leave them of tfaeur boasted vigour dniin*d, 
Repa]s*d, eidmustless, spiritless, and fallen. 



n 

I* 



But if in France the systems of freedom diaU 
prove baseless visions, they must dissolve beneaA 
the fetal influence of that wild enthusiasm, which, 
hurrying one of the noblest^f the virtues beyond 
the bounds of wisdom, forces her into the fron- 
tiers of her kindred vice, where, into whose darit 
complexion her once clear and radiant visage 
must degenerate. Let me, however, quit the 8ul>- 
ject, since I feel the presumption of all such re- 
marks to you, who have considered it so deeply, 
and written upon it largely and well. 

Not yet have I thanked you for the kind leave- 
taking billet with which you favoured me on the 
eve of your heroic emigration ; but dearly wel- 
come was that, as every other token of your ami- 
ty. With fervent wishes for your prosperity and 
happiness, I remain, my noble-minded Helen, 
faithfully yours* 
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LETTER XLVI. 



Mrs T- 



July29, 1792. 

Ah ! dearest madam^ I find, from the contents 
of your last, that we have each had long and 
painful experience of sickness and of sorrow, 
since die year commenced ; but you are at pre- 
sent blest with two fine children. I trust they 
will live to repay you yet more and more for the 
increase of pain and debility which their birth 
and infant nurture cost you. 

It grieves m^ that the changing systems of Mr 

T-— : 's devotion produce gloom and discom* 

fort in your connection with him ; but so it must 
be, except your mind could, Camelion-like, as- 
sume the varying colours of his. After having 
so l<Mig administered in the priesthood of Calvin- 
ism, he becomes a strict disciple of Barclay, re- 
nounces rationality as the guide of faith, and al- 
lows no test of truth but inward feeling and ima- 
ginary inspiration. From being a warm admirer 
of the elegant arts, you tell me he places a ge- 
nius for them on a level with a natural propensi- 
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ty to any particular vice, and thinks it ought to 
be the study of man to subdue the one, as well 
as the other. The quakers are a people whom I 
both love and esteem in their moral capacity. 
Their freedom from ostentation, the purity, the 
simplicity, the gentleness of thdur manners, seem 
more assimilated to the gospel precepts, than die 
exterior habits of any other community. But, to- 
tally rejectii^ reason as the director of our mli- 
gious faith, they divest Christianity of all her 
periority over other theology. Every wild 
siast of the Pagan, the Bramin, die Mahometm 
trorriiip is as likely to be right as the Cliristia% 
if the umpireism of dispassionate examinatioa ia 
to be rejected, and the ardours of seal confided in 
implicity. Then, that people of common aenae 
can be so lost in gloomy visi<m, as to believe 
there can be merit in suppressing those talents 
lidiich God has variously dispensed amongst main 
kind, is strange indeed. What is it but human 
perverseness, frustratii^ the evident intentions of 
providence, just as insanely as does the melan- 
choly papist, who dreams there is virtue in pre* 
eluding, by celibacy, the sweet and sacred ties 
of wedded love-^ 

^ Foonded in reason, loyal, jost, and pure, 
Relations dear, and all the charities 
Of j&ther, SOD, and brother ?** 
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The justly Uameless arts that gracei adorn, en- 
noble and sweeten existence, may, doubtless, be 
cultivated to the glory of our Creator, who surely, 
not in Tain, endowed the human mind with a 
power of bringing them to admirable perfection. 
Efery thing which employs the attention inno- 
cently and ingeniously, has a natural tendency to 
jNreveat vice, of which idleness is the nurse, and 
*^ to exalt us in the scale of rational beings/' A 
dqnatved spirit may certainly pervert thii^ in 
tfaemaelves good and laudable ; but such adventi- 
taooi defilement does not stain the ermine white- 
ness of God's bounteous and varied gifts to die 
capMities of men. 

I am sorry also to hear you confess a growing 
insensibility to the first and loveliest of the sciences, 
to which the bias of your gemus originally inclin- 
ed. I deplore the vexations and mbfortunes 
which have palled and sickened those fine percep* 
tions, whose delights might frequently soften and 
assuage thw harassmgs. May whiter hours re* 
store their softer energy ! Adieu ! 
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LETTER XLVU. 

Mrs Jackson. 

August S, 179^. 

Yes, I thank Heaven, " it is yet with me the 
^season of hope concerning the life of my valued 
friend/' The gleams of amendment, so loi^ im- 
4)ermanent, have of late been more enduring* 
3ea-bathiDg is prescribed. Mr Hayley, benevo- 
lent as illustrious, has shewn. the most friendly 
attentions to Giovanni's disojrder since it became 
alarming. He warmly invites him to the Sussex 
coast, where, last sununer, a few miles from hi3 
Edenic home, he fitted up a inarine cottage, 
jthat contains five apartments. There he wishes 
my friend and his daughter to reside, and thither, 
he says, he will himself accompany them ; but, 
as the distance from hence is nearly twice ^ far 
as many of the other coasts, it was necessary to 
make some inquiries concerning bathing-carts, 
guides, &c. which, it is very probable, that situa- 
tion has not, fpr Mr Hayley swims well, and 
would not want them ; and his passion for her* 
mit*retirement makes me guess, that it rises on 
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8ome pictureiiqiie and lonely shore, where accom- 
modations for an invalid might not easily be pro* 
cured. Mr.Hayley^s answer, expected daily, will 
determine the matter. 

• Darwin's splencbd web of poetic fsmcy appears 
at lei^th completely woven. It will shine to h\» 
tare ages, largely contributing to the lyric glories 
of a period, Mfhich has so plenteously teemed 
with the rich fruits of Parnassus, and of every 
wpaaes except Ae dramatic, where general sterili^ 
ty most be confessed. This first part of the bo- 
tanic poem is still more magnificently inventive 
than the second, which, in the order of publica- 
tion, so whimsically took the lead of its elder* 
bom ; but involving a much larger portion of 
die abstruse parts of philosophic science, and 
die language being very highly Latinized, it will 
be felt and understood by yet fewer readers. 
Tboae, however, who really enter into the spirit 
of die work, who bring to the perusal a warm 
poetic taste, sdiolastic learning, and considerable 
knowledge in experimental philosophy ; or who, 
like myself, possessing only the former, are con- 
tout to foe indebted for the comprehension of its 
beauties to a diligent attention to the notes, and 
a frequent recurrence to the Latin dictionary ; all 
such will, I think, be conscious, that, far from 
sinking in the scale of genius, it ascends yet above 
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its predecessor. I dare assure mjfsdf that you 
will be one of that nuinbm*. 

This same brilliant bard is a strimge as well as 
an illustrious beings and^ on many occanons, iti- 
Aises into his petite-morale, a portion of ifaat dar- 
ii^ Sfmit with which his muse seizes upon efeiy 
thing in nature, art, or anecdote, whether andb^ 
gotts, or even heterogeneous, and bends them to 
die purpose of her moment. When Mr Mundy 
had finished his enchanting local poeip, die Need* 
wood Forest, Dr Darwin wrote three little poetic 
compliments on tlie work. To the best, he put 
bis son's initials ; to the second best his own ; and 
to the worst mine. Not a syllable of any of the 
three did I see, or hear of, till I saw them in 
print at the conclusion of Mr Mund/s poems. 
I did not like diis manoeuvre, and reproached 
him with it. He laught it off in a manner pecu- 
liar to himself, and with which he carries all his 
points of despotism. Now he retains, virithout 
the least acknowledgmaat, not even the quotation^ 
mark, and places, as the exordium of this his re** 
splendent poem, a copy of verses of mine, which 
I wrote in hi%.botanic garden, near Lichfield, in 
the year 1779, when he himself was an inhabitant 
of Lichfield. My litde poem was a mere poetic 
landscape of the newly smiling valley, which had 

been a morass till drained, cultivated, and adom- 

3 
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tihf hsB 'teste* My venes had the hoDonr of 
mggBtidisg to the Doctor the first idea of this ex* 
quisite composition. When I diewed them to 
Ubi — after piaising them highly, he exclaimed, 
^ Hane the nymph of botany and her train should 
be introduGed, togedier with the whole linnean or 
saxiial sjatem of plants/' 

The disiogenuoasness of making no mention 
diat die scenic description, with which he opens 
Us poem, was the work of another, had been of 
tt> omaequence, if Mr Stevens, a friend of the 
Doctor's, had not sent it to the Gentleman's 
Magaiine for May 1788, where they now stand 
in my name, and. from whence they were copied 
into the Annual Register, as I Aink, and into se» 
find other of the public prints at that period. 
Widiout consulting me, the Doctor had put some 
additional lines of his own at the conclusion, in- 
troducing die nymph of botany, and this before 
Mr Stevens obtained a copy. My verses said 
BOthiog of any such personage. They introduced 
the genius of the place, by which I meant the 
Doctor himself, who had opened that paradise in 
the wild. There are several more alterations in 
them, and some few more lines of the Doctor's 
inwoven with my landscape, as it now forms 
the above»mentioned exordium — ^but still four- 
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fifths of them are mine verbatim, and mine.^ 
whole order of the scenery, so that a charge of 
plagiarism must rest somewhere. 

Dear Lady Gresley, with whom I often talk 
of you, is gone to Buxton with two of her 
daughters — alas!, her lameness increase»--4>ut 
disease and pain nothing damp her intellectu- 
al energies, nor the generous warmth of her 
heart* 

You and your sweet girl will, I trust, receive 
mutual benefit from the breezes and the baths ci 
Weymouth. Truly and warmly should I rejoice 
in hearing that you were both restored to the 
health of former years ! that the dear plump white 
hand which, this time twelvemonth, extended to 
me viands that yom* society made nectareous, was 
restored to all its powers of exertion. 

Mrs Stokes has lost her darling little girl, and 
experiences, for the first time in her life, the mi- 
sery of losing, by death, an object of her kind a^ 
fection, when its emerging sensibilities, miraoft* 
lously animated and engaging for such early in- 
fancy, had all centered in the most impassicmed 
fondness for her mother, in whose arms the beao- 
teous creature had incessantly lived, little Honora, 
named, at my request, after the dear angel I 
doubly, lost. Your cousin S. disdains, as extra- 



8 
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ngant tiid romantic, the excess of our friend's an* 
goidi: 



^ AHaB I ibe teemi wiio never had a diild I 



)f 



Adimi! 
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Lai^t Gresley. 

August 29, 1792. 

I AM truly sorry to learn that your Ladyship's 
residence at Buxton, has been attended by so. 
much pain in your poor disordered joints ; but I 
am comforted by recollecting, from observation, 
and, indeed, experience, that such apparent in- 
crease of present malady often happens on first 
trial of those waters, where their subsequent ef- 
fects prove most salutary. It augurs well for 
the attainment of that relief, in which all who 
love you are interested, that your general health 
and spirits do not sink beneath the present in- 
crease of this aching torment. 

In a few hours after I received your kind and 
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valiKid ktter, arrived Mrs and Miss^Dyott of 

WhittiDgton, and remained my guests during torn 
days. The pleasure of their beloved Mrs Lee's 
recent restoration from the imminent danger in 
which she had long languished, left a sunny glow 
upon their native cheerfulness. They were so good 
to express frequent satisfaction in their visit ; en- 
joyed my spacious old rooms, and the embower-^ 
ed, the rural, the quiet scene which surrounds 
them. Fond of choral service, they delighted in 
the haimonious graiHileur of oors, though be, 
alas! was absent, whose fine voice, and ever- 
various expression, had so long been its highest 
boast. 

Mr Leigh's family passed an evening vnth me 
while the Dyotts were here, together with the in- 
genious Dr Harwood, tbe Amitoniic ProfesMMr il 
Cambridge, whose Proteus-voice, GomrteowKe, 
and attitudes, can assume, at pleasure, tiie cfaame^ 
tflristic oddities, both personal and coUoqoial, of 
all his acqnaintanco. With him came an ingeaiH 
ons and beautiful young student of that untveni- 
ty, his name Belchere. Miss Le^ enchanted as 
with the lightning-brilliance of her execution in 
Clementi*s lessons on the harpsichord. Her fth 
ther's comic spirit difiuses convivial pleasure 
wherever he presides ; nor did it fail us that even-* 
log, though he neither looked nor was in health. 
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Your LftdjAip 10 very good to inquire after my 
poor friend Mr Saville. He aet out for the sea 
yesterday morning. His health, which appeared 
to aBMndy though slowly, had faded again during 
die seven or eight preceding days. 

Mrs Knowks, the witty and the eloquent, was 
amongst ns, on a week's visit, since you left 
Lichfield* ^e made flaming eulogiums upon 
Fvench anarchy, which she calk freedom, and ut« 
twed BO less vehement philippics against eveiy 
ikiag which pertains to monarchy. For myself, 
I have ever loved and venerated the cause of li* 
hcrty; and wished every restraint upon power 
which can be consistent with that order, and diose 
finks of sttbordination which bind, in one agreeing 
whole, the necessarily various d^rees and em- 
ployments of civilized life ; but 1 every day grow 
more and more sick of that mischievous oratory 
iduch ferments and diffuses the spirit of sedition. 
In die name of peace and comfort, let diose who 
are dissatisfied vidth a government, in which their 
lives and properties are secure, which is great and 
revered jb the eyes of every neighbourii^ nation ; 
igainst which no sword is drawn, and to whose 
commerce every port is open; let them go to 
America^ where th^ may be quiet, or to France, 
where their energies may have ample scope ; — 
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but let them not attempt, to moddy th^ at pre- 
sent silveir-currents of our prosperity. 

I do not yet wish that the blood-thirsty inhradenr 
of unhappy France may succeed ; nor do I at all 
apprehend that they can be victorious. At thei 
king's deposition I felt very indignant ; — hut if, as 
it now seems to appear, he was secretly plattiiq;' 
with the invaders, he deserves his fate, and justi* 
fies those who have abjured him. Surely we 
shall have the wisdom to persist in our neutrality. 
Ill as the French have, in many respects, acted^ 
distracted as are their councils, and impotent at 
at present seem their laws, there is dai^er that 
the worst consequences would ensue to us should 
we arm against them ; that the contagion of ideal 
liberty might infect our troops, as it has infected 
those of the Austrians and Prussians. Paine'a 
pernicious and impossible system of equal rights, 
is calculated to captivate and dazzle the vulgar ; 
to make them spurn the restraints of legislation, 
and to spread anai'^hy, murder, and ruin over the 
earth. 

Poor Mr Adams is again in the deepest dith 
tress and terror for the life of his son. The late 
accounts darken every ray of hope on that sub- 
ject ; but Miss Adams is returned, and said to be 
in tolerable health. I hfive long thought, though 
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k was mere conjecture^ that a certain friend of 
ours had matrimonial inclinations for that young 
woman. Fortune, if I read him right, is a power* 
fill nuptial object in his consideration. He has 
vasojf good qualities ; but his affections have no 
dangerous energy that should make them rebels 
to his interest; and he much respected Miss 
Adams's understanding and virtues. However, 
from the apprehension of parental purse-proud 
interference, he played a game too deeply senti 
mental, wearing the masque of friendship to the 
lady herself too long. They have corresponded 
during the whole of this lengthened absence, still 
phtonically, doubtless ; foi-, lo ! she brings home 
a favoured lover ; so 

^ Flatoiiics have ill-luck, and Harry*s spur is cold.*' 

Part of this long letter was written yesterday ; 
but, interrupted in its progress, and dining and 
supping at Mrs Cobb's, I could not finish it till 
this morning. Our party there was an old friend 

and his wife, Mr and Mrs , whom I have 

not seen during a very long time. His affection- 
ate assiduities engrossed four golden years of my 
earliest youth ; yet, at length, from his preference 
of this lady, I wore the willow, but vnth no 

VOL. III. L 
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drooping, at least no long drooping heart. They 
are the guests of 1Slx and Mrs Arden at Long- 
croft. I go there to pass Friday with them. Mr 

and Mrs are highly respected by all who 

know them, and live in the gardeti of Norfolk* 
We are cordial friends. I abjure the pride which 
could not freely pardon a perhaps involuntary 
fickleness, produced by necessary absence, and 
engaging presence, and in which the secret heart 
of the deserted soon learnt to felicitate itself. 

Adieu, dear Lady Gresley ! propitious, ah! 
speedily propitious to you be the Naiads of those 
pain-assuaging waters I 
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Rev. T. S. Whalley. 



Sept. 4, 1792- 

All you so kindly say on the subject of Mr 
Saville's disease entirely meets my conviction. I 
am clear it has been produced by the complicated 
objects of solicitude, which situation and propen- 
sity have created ; the intenseness of his botanic 
studies and labours, united with the business of 
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his profesdon, of his vicarial stewardship, of his 
solicitude for his daughter and her family, and 
for the constant food, cleanliness^ and comfort of 
his two dogs, two birds, and green-frog. No 
man should thus needlessly multiply his cares, 
who cannot keep servants to assist him in their 
, employments. The instant bad effect in my poor 
friend, produced by every resumption of these 
energetic attentions, ascertains the cause of his 
malady. The nervous system has been overstrain- 
ed. Alas ! the composure and quiet you so be- 
nevolently enjoin, will never, I much fear, be sub- 
mitted to in the necessary degree. 

The French are every day bringing more and 
deeper disgraces upon their noble cause, by the 
cruel, intemperate, mean, and dreadful ferocity of 
their conduct ; above all, by their insane suspi- 
cion and persecution of Fayette, the greatest and 
bravest man of their nation ; but as to the gas- 
conading invaders, I think of their attempts as I 
ever thought of diem. They may sluice life away 
in rivers of blood, but it will be to no purpose 
respecting the restoration of monarchy in France. 
It is probable, that their deposed king will share 
the fate of our Charles. Who that is unpreju- 
£ced will say, that if he has secretly abetted the 
invaders, his coward duplicity does not deserve it? 
Though nothing can vindicate the French people 
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to honour and justice, in denying him the liberty 
of leaving the dominions he once swayed; in 
forging those fetters for him which they had 
broken for themselves ; yet, since they were re»- 
solved to sacrifice the first principle of their sys- 
tem to mean, dishonest, though specious policy, 
he had, in wisdom and virtue, only to choose • 
whether he would hazard his life, by a firm and 
manly refusal to relinquish his former monarchial 
claims ; or, making a merit of necessity, to have 
accepted, and sincerely adheted to the rules of the 
new constitution. Surrounded by perils, he was 
sure to lose that life ignobly by his treachery, 
which would have been, at least, not inglorious- 
ly sacrificed by an assertion of his hereditary pri- 
vileges. 

I hope, however, that Mr Pitt will keep us 
out of the bloody Quixotism, in which so con- 
siderable a part of Europe has engaged. The 
lives and treasures of his subjects ought to be far 
dearer to our king, than the personal safety of his 
late faithless ally, who is now so dearly paying 
for his breach of treaty with us in our desperate 
contest with America. Beneath the recollection 
of that infidelity, we may surely without inhuman 
nity, exclaim, 

<< What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba.*' 
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But I am afraid you have acquired a portion of 
llie Quixotism I deprecate. — ^Adieu. 
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Lady Gbeslet. 

August 10, 1792. 

Ah, dear Lady Gresley, most sincerely do I 
condole ^ith you on the loss of excelJ^ent Mrs 
Bennet*. It was with a struck and aching heart 
that I learnt th^ lamented news from Mrs B. 
Proby« When I had the gratification of a few 
hours conversation with her at Worcester, last 
autumn, I pleased myself with observing an air 
of stability in her venerable frame, and in the 
energy of her voice and step, which promised an 
accession of yet many years. Ah ! there is often, 
as in this instance, much beguiling flattery in the 
vital appearance which Nature bestows ; and she 
is frequently kinder, a^ to duration, where she pro- 
mises less. 

* That lady had been, dnring many years, the intimate com- 
panion and friend of the illostrions author of Clarigsa and 
Qrandison.- 



166 LETTER L. 

The vigour and clearness of Mrs Bennef s in- 
tellects were astonishing^ at so advanced a period. 
She conversed at Worcester with Ciceronian elo- 
quence and spirit. Alas ! that the sun^ whose 
setting rays were so bright and unclouded^ should 
so soon set for ever ! I find the beatification of 
that pure spirit was sudden, and therefore, I trust, 
not preceded by much corporal suffering. I al- 
so understand, from Mrs Proby, that a sudden 
death was her wish. That wish seems to me en- 
tirely consonant with the strength of her under^ 
standing, and the justness of her manner of think- 
ing. They must surely have unworthy concep- 
tions of the Deity, who can suppose that He, who 
knows what would have been our feelings, and 
increased regret for our past offences, had he al- 
lotted us a lingering translation, will punish us 
for not having that opportunity of augmented re- 
morse, and multiplied intercession. 

Amongst many pleasures, for which I am in- 
debted to you, dear Lady Gresley, permit me to 
take this solemn occasion of thanking you for the 
opportunities your were so good to give me of 
conversing with Mrs Bennet. Dear to me, 
through life^ will be the recollection of them. 
Wherever I have revered, wherever I have loved, 
my heart feels a sweet, though mournful, luxury. 
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hi preservii^ the ideal presisnce of the actually 
for ever absent. 

Withm this month, the world has lost another 
of those few beings, whose virtues and abilities 
exalt hunum nature — Mr Falconer, the Maecenas 
of Chester ; the generous patron and warm friend 
of talents and worth ; he who delighted to draw 
them from the shades of obscurity. Careless as 
he was of Ae tinsel-differences of rank and for- 
tune, genius and virtue were ever the unfailing 
passports to his kind attentions, and hospitable 
board. In himself, '^ he was a scholar, and a 
ripe and good one." Strange, that the blood and 
die name of Falconer should ever have belonged 
to one who delighted to choose his companions 
from the ingenious and the amiable, rather than 
from the rich and great. As I am glad to have 
known Mrs Bennet, so am I that I knew Mr Fal- 
coner of Chester ; who, though always the guest 
of a £imily who care not for me, never came to 
lichfield since first we met, without honouring 
me with an hour's visit. That hour, in my cal- 
culation, ever rapidly flew ; — so well did he know, 
with interest and improvement, to wing the pas- 
ringtime. 

I am much concerned that you do not, by this 
tim^, begin to amend ; and I extremely fear, that 
fte news of Mrs Bennet's death, deeply affectuig 



168 LBTTER LI. 

your spirits, may yet farther injure your constitu- 
tion. Sincerely wishing that it may not prove so, 
I remain your Ladyship's faithful friend and obe- 
dient servant. 
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David Samwell^ Esq. 

Sept. 13, 1792. 

I admire the energy and resolution of the fair 
circumnavigatress * ; but there is much inconsis- 
tency in the cold dislike with which you tell me 
she seems to look upon an undertaking, to whose 
retrospection the most thiillihg delight seems in- 
evitably attached. Corporal hardships and dan- 
gers, when past, even though unattended with any 
circumstance of credit or of glory, are grateful to 
remembrance, by the contrasting relish they give 
to the viands of plenty, and the couch of safe re- 

* Hie lady's name is Murphy, a native of England, and the 
only woman in the world, now living, who ever sailed round it. 
She went out as companion to her fiiend, a captain's vdfe, 
since dead, who went out to Nootka in the London merchant 
^hip ■ ■ ■ — S, 
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pose ; but when they had led to manners sq un* 
like our own^ and so very interesting, it is bard to 
Gonceive^ that the spirit which, for their sakes, 
had the greatness to brave certain difficulties, assur- 
ed deprivations, and life-hazarding perils, should, 
having paid the price, be joyless over the pur- 
chase. 

Readily will I grant you, that the great S. 
Johnson's poetic power? had not the eagle-pi- 
nion of Milton, Gray, or even of Collins. In 
the Fane of Apollo, there are many mansions. 
AH I contend for amoi^nts but to this, — that his 
writings are too rich in imagery, the very essence 
of poetry, to have been the product of any brain 
uninspired by the muses ; — that they had temper- 
ed his imagination too finely, for the possibility 
that his want of justice could be involuntary to 
the lovely compositions, whose claims to cele- 
bration he labours to annihilate. Yet I should 
not say labours; for his envious wit had the 
lightning's power to Vither excellence with a 
glance, in the estimation of those who cannot, 
judging for themselves, smile at the flashing so- 
phistry, and, 



^^ ShewiBg their lanre^ 



Cry, * sic evitabile iiilmen !' " 

I am glad you and Helen are become acquaint- 
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ed. She Is an enthusiast in French liberty. Sin- 
cerely have I ever wished that it might maintain 
its dignity, and establish itself upon the broad 
basis of justice, never losing sight of her indispen- 
sable maxim, *^ Do unto others as thou would'st 
they should do unto thyself/^ But, alas \ I see 
this nominal liberty debasing itself more and more 
into lawless licentiousness, and grow so sick of 
the ruinous anarchy into which it has plunged^ 
that i begin to think the worst government bet- 
ter than a mob-subjected administration. Such 
are now the once boasted, once revered national 
assembly ! 

'* The early and great error of the revolution- 
ists was the sacrifice of the first principle of their 
system to coward policy, by the despotism exer- 
cised to the king and queen. They should have 
said to them — * Take your choice — here is our 
constitution. ; accept it sincerely ; still be our mo- 
narchs, and learn to be our friends ; — but, if you 
like not the terms, go your ways, our gates shall 
be open to you. If you are wise, as you go in 
peace, so you will remain. Your quiet exile is 
an happier state for yourselves, as well as for us, 
than your tyrannous government. Those who 
love the iron-curb of your power better than 
freedom, are, we trust, not many. If you gather 
them under your standard, and lead them against 

2 
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ii8| Vfe will meet you as our deadly foes ; nor can 
we fear the event of the combat ; but, scorning to 
be your slaves, we will not, by unjust and mean 
coarcion, make you ours/ " 

m 

So speakii^, and so acting, they had done vir- 
tuously ; and then, I dare believe, that Louis XVI., 
wandering in distant realms, would have been as 
harmless to France as James II. was to Eng- 
land^ after his abdication. But die force with 
which they detained their enslaved king, in some 
sort excuses his treachery ; if indeed, it shall be 
shewn, that he practised it, though not to wis- 
dom, yet perhaps to conscience. His sufferings * 
^excite, in a. countless number of benevolent hearts, 
^^fky for him, and indignation against his oppres- 
son. His injuries and his woes are much more 
foirmidable to the revolution than his liberated 
person could have been ; and see how the anarchs 
are persecutii^ Fayette, the glory of their frater- 
nity ! Then, what think you of the twelve hun- 
dred professed assassins, and of the late direful 
massacre i 

I feel no great reverence for kings ; but, pro- 
perly restrained, I believe it best they should ex- 
ist, as the first link in that salutary chain whicli 
ought to bind a nation's various powers, and va- 
rious orders, in one stable form of policy, that 
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shall submit neither to the tyrant's scourge^ nor to 
the demagogue's embroilment. 

But to descend from great subjects to little 
ones. — ^The Liondon papers had no authority for 
saying that I was writing a novel. The desigii of 
framing such a composition neyer occurred to 
me; though I am well aware, that novels, and 
political tracts, are the only things generally read. 
If I could write like Richardson, I would turn 
novelist ; but then my work would be too good 
to be popular ; — for how is Richardson neglected i 
As it is, I have no inclination to stoop my talenfci 
with Ethelindas and Celestinas, to the fiivoloua 
taste of the times, and make them feel as one does < 
in a room where the ceiling is too low to 9II0W us 
to stand upright. 

Adieu. — Suffer the length of my letters to at- 
tone for their seldomness — though perchance the 
inundation is a greater evil than the drought. 
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Mrs M. Powys. 

Sipt. 9A, 1792. 

1)ear friend, I have passed this lowering and 
eomfortless summer in a frame of mind congenial 
Ivith its temperament. Anxious, alarmed, and 
often terrified by the obscure disease, as Dr Dar- 
win terms it, of my valued friend, who is now 
gone to the Lancashire coast for the benefit of 
sea-bathing ; but alas ! the cruel storms have 
made the ocean continually scold him from her 
renovating bosom. Autumn generally comes on, 
after a churlish summer, with serene and recom- 
pensing smiles ; but O ! she has been, and yet re- 
mains frowning and violent. Never did I so 
Warmly invoke h^r benignity, since, in the year 
1770, my dear Honora sought the waters of 
Bristol. 

Ah ! on Tuesday evening, for the first time 
since he was four years old, did I see and con- 
verse with all that remains of Honora in this 
wide world. I was sitting alone at the harpsi- 
thord, when my servant, opening the door, said> 
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Madam, here is a young gentleman who wbhes 
to see you. Immediately entered that dear youth, 
whose interesting countenance you so well know ; 
but I had not the least idea who it was. I ask- 
ed^ after I had desired him to be ^eated^ if I had 
ever had the pleasure of seeing him before. He- 
sitatingly, and with a pensive smile, he said — ^Yea-^ 
'* Then my memory strangely fails me, — ^your 
name, if you please" — '^ Lovel Kdgeworth.** — 
What a new and impetuous sensation did I that 
instant feel !— Strong and tender affection rush- 
ing upon niy heait for one whom, the preceding 
moment, I had considered as a stranger. With 
an involuntary emotion, 1 seized bis hands, the 
tears starting into my eyes, — and I exclaimed. 
Good God ! do I indeed see before me the only 

child of dear Honora. 

/t 

When I had composed myself a little, I walk- 
ed with him over the house, which had been the 
home, and she often called it the happy home, of 
his mother's infancy and youth. I shewed him 
those apartments in which she grew, she bloom- 
ed, and which yet seem so full of her. He ap- 
peared interested in examining them. I directed 
his attention to the paper profile, in miniature, of 
her, reduced by your hand, and to the print of 
Homney's Serena, which appears to me exactly 
what she was at sixteen. I did not shew him the 
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strikingly-like paper outline upon a larger scale, 
because it was in m^ beet-chamber. It is there, 
diat it may i>e the last object I behold 6re I sleep ; 
and it is the companion of all my excursions. 

Earnestly did my isye search for traces of his 
mother in his face and features. I found, or 
fancied I found some ; but they do not amount 
to decided resemblance ; — ^yet, how engaging his 
countenance ! — I thought so before he announced 
himself. Then, what a touching sweetness in the 
tone of his voice ! — How much of mind in every 
little word ! but ht does not look in health ; and 
if he must not live, if he must follow his beau- 
teous sister to an early grave, I shall regret this 
intervkw, which will increase my sorrow for an 
eveat which, without it, I should have mourned. 

It was a short, short indulgence ; the whole of 
his stay did not amount to half an hour. He 
went away, and part of my soid seemed to go 
with him. 

What legions of fiends rise up in Paris ! — ^how 
have they disgraced their originally noble cause ! 
See what it is to break the links of subordina- 
tion, that bind kingdoms as one common family ! — 
.What defiance of the laws; what tyranny ; what 
anarchy ; what misery is the result ! 

At length, my apprehensions, as well as yours, 
are. awakened, that the diabolic spirits^ who infest 
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our yet prosperous island^ succeed in their endea- 
vours to spread the poison of seditious and cause- 
less discontent amidst our lower classes. '^ Equa^ 
lity" — " the majesty of the people/' Dazzling^ in- 
toxicating sounds ! — Yen, it is thus that the pas- 
sions of the vulgar and ignorant are inflamed^ till 
the hewers of wood, drawers of water, and tillers 
of soil, pant to be senators ; and fine work they 
make with legislation ! 

Your description of Lymmington is certainly 
not very alluring. The muddy bed of a receding 
tide is one of the most disagreeable objects in 
nature. 

I wonder not you were interested by the vener- 
able ancientry of Lord Montague's seat ; and I 
feel personally flattered by the resemblance which 
struck you in the picture you saw there of the un- 
fortunate Queen Mary of Scotland. It is not the 
first time I have been told that I resemble the 
portraits of her. Mary Antoinette, now the rival 
of her woes, has, by this time« probably met an 
every-way similar fate. 

Remember me to Miss Louisa Smith. It was 
very good in Miss Caroline to purpose calling up- 
on me in her way through Lichfield. I should 
have been glad to have seen her. The seeds of 
worth and wisdom which you have sown in the 
minds of those young people^ will, I trust, all be- 
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come admirable fimit as life's season advances. I 
am lately become intimate with a family relat- 
ed to tbat of Mr Pemberton, who married the 
ddest of your yomg friends. They tell me that 
die is remarkabfy domestic and amiable. — Fare- 
wdL 
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Mb Saville. 

Oct. 3, 1792. 

I THANK you most sincerely for your letter, 
my long valued friend. One sweet passage in it 
aflfected me extremely, by the grateful and pious 
wnsations it describes on your entering the house 
of God, after so long a banishment. You can 
hardly be more thankful than myself for the mjer* 
cy which gives you back to hb temple. 

Indeed this is melancholy weather, and no pre- 
sent likelihood of fairer skies to exhale the damps 
from our drenched and injured harvests. 

It gives me pleasure to learn from you, that 
Mr Cizos is in the midst of patrons and friends at 
liverpool. I trust he will never nvore forsake 

VOL. III. M 
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them, nor their kindneM wax cold to him. Ever; 
sitiiation to every person has some disagreeable cir« 
cumstances. Even health and affluence are not esK- 
einpt from their pressure ; hovir dien can talents and 
merit, to whichniggard fortune hasdenifidind^p^nd- 
ence, hope to escape them ? Here are no Abyssiinaii 
vales ; and if there were, Johnson would persuade 
us that we should be tired of their unalloyed de» 
lights — but he was a gloomy philosopher, who 
carried his hell within him, and judged others 
by the dark criterion of his own discontent* 
None who have strong affections, and an ardour 
after the pursuits of knowledge and science, could 
be tired of cloudless and sorrowless scenes, in 
which they might gratiQr their hearts, and culti* 
vate their understandings; — but since our world 
has not many Abyssinian features, it is wise to 
consider the kindness of a few good hearts to- 
virards us, as recompensii^ the much of illiberali- 
ty which abounds in all society, and pretty equal* 
ly in every place. 

I have been requested, by the friends, of Mrs 
Bennet, to write her epitaph. You know my 
averseness, indeed my resolve, not to tread that 
beaten and exhausted track of composition, upon 
the mere consideration of worth and talents, un- 
less there has been something appropriate in the 
character or destiny of the deceased. Mrs Ben- 
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net's Imig intercoime and fnendship with our late 
mustrioua Richardsoii, gave ground of appropria- 
tion. Ninon UEnclos elegantly says to St Evre- 
moodi in <Mie o£ lier letters : '^ I made a friend* 
ttup with yon to embellish my epitaph/' I shall 
ISkdj when you return^ to consult you upon my at- 
tiem|it to detain the eye of the ingenious passen- 
gers over die tomb-stone of Mrs Bennet. 

All the horror you describe, I constantly feel at 
jAfOifpag into a cold bath, especially if it is wall- 
ed round, while I also plunge into the wide ocean 
without terror. 1 wish the gloomy baths of 
liverpool may be as restorative to your amending 
health, as the roaring waters of Blackpool. I 
admire the title you give that shore, as flat and 
unvaried, ^ Monotony Bay,'* — it is well named. 
Adieu! 
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JosiAH Wedgewood, Esq. 

Oct. 30, 1792. 

Dear Sir,— rMy thanks for your obliging pre- 
sent had been earlier, but for the intervention of 
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pibrpetual engagemeBts. I value every token of 
Mr Wedgewood's remembrance. They are doub- 
ly prized ; for their intrinsic beauty, and from my 
long esteem for the virtues of the donor* 

It delights me to £nd/that you will be shewA 
to succeeding ages, illumined by the hand of 
Darwin, with the most brilliant rays of poetic 
light, as the inventive cultivator of art, and as the 
friend of liberty*. 

. Mr Saville, whose talents and benevolence are 
worthy the friendship of the liberal and ing^oua, 
speaks to me with warm pleasure of his reception' 
in those hospitable scenes, where the forms of 
*' uncopied beauty, and ideal grace/' are multi- 
plied and immortalized. 

. I remain, with the highest respect, dear Sir^ 
your obliged fnend and servant. 

* In alloaon to Mr Wec^wood's beaatifbl medaUioiM, 
which 80 powerfully plead to the passions, through the eye^ 
agahist oar Afirican skive-trade. — S, 



* ■ 
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LETTER LV. 

Mbs Hatley. 

Nov. 2, 1792. 

I AM indebted to dear Mrs Hayley's obligbg 
puMMttimlhy for a kind letter — a charming trio, and 
« teoder air, whichi first heard through the sweet 
notes of her voice, will always present me with 
lier image. 

Pleasing Mrs Archdale does not keep her pro-^ 
mises eo accurately. Giovanni's chmnhig song 
from -CollinVi Ode to the Passions, has not yet 
foond its plighted way to Lichfield. 
. Soreness on the foot is more teazing than al* 
most on any other part of the body, since it more 
impedes our free-agaacy. I often groan under 
similar despotism, and am glad to hear your cap- 
tivity is not likely to be long. 

Mr Saville and his daughter came home on 
Sunday seven-night, lingering a few days, on their 
return, in the gay Etrurian regions, which Mr 
Wedgewood's hospitable kindness made to them 
as much the regions of friendship, as of ingenious 
and beautiful art. Mr Saville's fierce cough soft- 
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ened on the journey. He seems considerably 
amended by sea-bathii^, notwithstanding the mi^ 
lignant influence of the Liverpool air, tainted by 
epidemic disease. Mrs Smith, complains much, 
and looks ill — nor could be prevailed upon to 
join a musical party at my honse the week she 
came home — ^but her father graced it with his 
animated conversation, and charming songs. The 
company congratulated, with the most lively 
pleasure, his. capacity to oblige us* Cok}^ in- 
deed, must be the hearts in whom virtues likehis 
have not created an interest in his life. The re- 
mains of the influenza had somewhat impaired di^ 
silver clearness of his voice ; — ^but last Sunday^ in 
the church, it was thought as fine as ever. By 
previous engagement, I passed that day at Sir 
Robert Lawley's, and.thus lost, not only the first an- 
them graced, after so long a time, by the voice of 
Saville, but the pleasure of seeii^ Dr Darwin, 
who was so obliging to. call upon me that even^ 
ing. 

I have not yet heard, with its parts, the sublime 
and beauteous glee you sent me, *^ Awake JSoli- 
an lyre;" but Mr Saville has given me a clear 
idea of the design, of the leading air, and of the 
, subordinate harmonies. He promises me to try 
to persuade bis daughter to learn it; — but, en- 
thusiast as she knows I am in the enchanting 

3 
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poweri<Jher ykAot, I never had ititerett with her 
tQ indiice her. Acquiring any soDg to oblige me;— 
oil the Gimtnury, my requests seem to; prejudice 
ker igttiiBt them ;— rso I must conceal from her 
HKf longing about this glee, lest, by expressing it, 
I firoitnie my own wish. O! human nature^ 
how. oheh is thy influence wayward and perverse ! 
Few know the value of warm friendship, even 
when their pleasing talents have inspired it. 

When I lost my engaging guests, vanished was 
thei magnetism that drew hither the gay, the bril- 
liant Stephen Panting, and his agreeable brother. 
A aii^le call is all I have seen of either since I 
saw you. 

I delivered your message to dear Lady Gresley. 
She replied— *>^* Mrs Hayley is very obliging— * 
and she is polite, and seems ei^agiug. I should 
like to have seen more of her." The merry round 
face of her friend, Mrs Price, promised good hu- 
mour ; but I have found much more in that lady, 
— ^interest and intelligence. She has a feeling 
heart, and a cultivated understanding, alive, from 
both those sources of good taste, to every emar 
nation of genius. I have passed much of the 
time, which has intervened since you and I se- 
parated, in reading and conversing with I^ady 
Gresley and Mrs Price. 
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My wcXstinj haun Ime teen fcw. I def o te d 
some of diem to a ibirdperatBl of MfsIndilMdifs 
Mqilestorj; ddvgm^ its animled, patfieticy and 
fiady dSscrimiiMitmg pages with Aoge tan which 
it is Ivmy to shed. I whoy by &e works ^of 
RichaidMiiy have had wbsj taste set so high in that 
line of writings as sddoas to laeet widb si novel 
which I caneveo endure to read, ooaU read die 
Simple Story, widioot satiety, every year of my 
life. Not diat it is wholly fenhless — bat its nice 
devel<^pement of the human heart, and striking 
originality ot manner in narration, as well as oi 
character and of incident, entide it to a hi^ place 
amoi^t the works of nnaiginationJ lamastoniriH 
ed that its fame has not reached you widi farce 
sufficiendy impressive to excite your curiosity — 
for surely it would be highly gratified. 

I remember you said, on your late visit here, 
whoi I vims praisii^ the excdlence ot this novd, 
that you felt no inclination to read it ; but I hope, 
for your amusement's sake, if amusonent is not 
too poor a word for the fescmatioa of its pages, 
that somebody, in whose judgment of fine writing 
you have confidence, will awaken die desire of ex- 
ploring its. beauties. 

Mr Dewes and Mrs Port were widi me last 
week. Hie fcnrmer is rich in the capacity of giv- 
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11^ wings to tme^ He brought widi him a Mr 
CMacet, a eoiuuellor; — a celebrated classic 
scholar, it seems, who translates Greek poetry; — 
but to the excellence of Ei^^lish verse he is dully 
fwtidiousy for he speaks with just such contempt 
of Dr Darwin's exquisite Botanic Garden, as 
Mr Mundy's learned friend did of the matchless 
odes of Gray. Whip me such critics round Par- 
nassus, O ! ye muses ! Adieu ! 



LETTER LVI. 



H. F. Caby, Esq. 

Nov. 13, 1792. 

Ybs, dear Cary,T confess that the superstitions 
of Godstow Abbey deserve poetic consecration-* 
but it is from your hand that they peculiarly ask 
it. Your sensibility feels them sacred, and on 
your imi^natipn glows every harmonizing grace 
of the surrounding scenery. Make these super- 
natural credulities, and their lovely landscape, the 
subject of a Latin poem to please the college pe- 
dants ; — and when it has attained that end, give 
it an English dress to charm people of just taste. 
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In the opmion.of all such m thk nation, learned^ 
and imlearaed, I venture to assert, that no dress so 
well becomes the effusions of fancy. 

For myself, I have determined not to attempt 
any new theme, till I have prepared my miscd- 
lany for the press — a task for which I cannot ob- 
tain the requisite leisure. 

Do you know that your justly celebrated pub- 
lic orator, the boast of your university, whose own 
Lewesdon Hill is one of the brightest gems of 
pur local poetry, — do you know that he is of 
morbid sensibility to the brilliant beauties of the 
Botanic Garden i 

The great error which produces such strange 
inconceiveable injustice in fine poets to each other, 
is a selfish desire, a weak, because an impossible, 
attempt to confine all claim to poetic excellence, 
within the pale of that style and manner in which 
themselves excel; as if, as Mr Hayley admir- 
ably observes, — as if 



^ The conntlesa forms of beanty were bat oue.*' 

Hayley is nobly superior to this lamentable tena- 
ciousness, so highly injurious to the common 
cause, and which is at once the sneer and the tri« 
umph of those who wish to decry and to d^ade 
the science itself. 
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Since he commenced poet professed, Darwin is 
become notoriously guilty of the narrow-souled 
jealousy. TUl then he was a warm admirer and 
generous encomiast of poetic eflbience, in whatever 
form it might appear — now he dislikes odes — now 
he cannot endure sonnets — now he will not read 
blank verse — all this because the Botanic Gar- 
den is in die couplet measure — and because it 
18 eveiywhei^ picture, and nothii^ but picture, 
sentiment and passion are, accordii^ to his de* 
ciaioo, eut of the province of the muses, and 
am ^ bestexprest in prose." 

Thus, while he is insensible to the coy, the 
chaste, the touching, or even to the energetic 
gikces of simpler composition, too many of its 
votaries and admirers walk, like Mr Crowe, 
through Darwin's splendid gallery, blind to the 
Raphaelian grace and Rubenic glow of its por- 
traits, its groups, and its landscapes^ 
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LETTER LVII. 

Mbs Stokes. 

Nov. 15, 1792* 

I AM anxious, dear friend, to hear of your 
healdi, and long for glad tidings of your retum- 
ing peace. Surely time, the universal assnager, 
softens what I fear it will never entirely subdue. 

'I.<ast night I returned out of Shropshire, after 
a week's visit to Prior's Lea, basking beneath the 
grasp of the influenza. Detaining me from the 
dear Cecilian concert, it adds mortification to dis- 
ease— especially as poor Giovanni purposes sing- 
ing a song there, after his long abstinence from 
public singing 

I had promised to accompany Mr Dewes and 
his sister, Mrs Port, to Wellsbum, on their re- 
turn out of Derbyshire, the 23d instant — ^but I 
fear the not being well enough to travel so soon. 
I must, however, seize the first return of health for 
the performance of my promise, delayed through 
the lapse of several years. Some of the happiest 
hours of my life were, on my return from Wells* 
bum, that mansion of friendship, science, learn*' 
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11^, and taste^ in January 1786. My dearest fa- 
ther had retired to rest — but he heard me open 
the hall-door^ and^ hoping it was his own Nancy, 
as he said^ rang his bell. When I flew to his 
bed-side, the tender joy with which he received 
me, warmed and delighted my inmost heart.- 
Though &ded, the light of intellect was not then 
extinguished, and his affection for me had never 
been more fervent. 

No such thrillii^ felicity now awaits my en- 
trance, after absence, within these walls. Those 
dear, diose sacred pleasures are past away — never, 
alas! m this life, to return to me. 

Bot all sense of delight b not extinguished. 
This heart of mine can yet exult and glow in the 
proaperity of diose I love, or whom I have ever 
loved; and I have news to tell you, in which you 
will, equally with myself, rejoice. It met me in 
a letter from Mr Whalley, on my return home last 
night. After all the rashness of Miss ^'s un- 
founded trust in a dissipated brother; when it 
had, as you learnt from my last letter, reduced 
her to the dreariest prospect of want and depen- 
dence ; when that delusive hope of matrimonial- 
establidmient, which had led her into such a dan- 
gerous plan of expeuce, was vanished amid the 
gloom of descended penury, a miraculously for- 
tunate' reality of that sort intervenes, and snatches 



igO LETTEK IVir. 

her from the overwhelming , darkness^ to compe- 
tence, to liberal coii^petence> and to permanent 
peace. 

For this she is indebted to a very old acquaint- 
ance — ^by birth a gentleman^ whose situation, 
through his youth, had been unsettled, and his 
finances scanty. Some five years since, he was 
appointed master of the ceremonies at . 

I saw him the summer before last ; and, as I guess, 
his age is about forty-five — ^his figure tall and 
genteel, his face plain. He is' allowed to be a 
man of sense and taste, but with laughable oddi« 
ties, both of temper and understanding ; yet of 
much exterior politeness, and of great goodness 

of heart. Ten years ago Miss and he 

were much together at Mr WhaUey's — but in the 
interim they have not met, and he was never sus- 
pected of glancii^ towards the fair Sophia, 
with an eye of aspiring affection, or even marked 
admiration. 

For the aim and end of this prelude, I shall 
quote Mr Whalley's letter : 

*' My friend inquiring about Mids 

a few weeks ago, I related to him her hapless situa- 
tion. He paused a few moments, and then said, 
^ Would to God sh6 would accept of me as, a 
comforter and protector, and command the little 
independence it is in my power to give her.' On 
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daiaoR AiB ftiM I ipate to 
Iks mt nmm. AA<r >»di 
wamt WiilrtiiMj jIk cosscnted to Iwar and see, 
Aoa^ Ac woald aot bad iMndf to accept tbe 

bciig vte wooed her, for tlie first 
in the audit <tf raH and disties. Thej 
man mA far wax tern jtani and, what is rue-^ 
\j the cnK^ Ac found him, at their intcrnew, 
All as agreeable in his peisoiiy and iafiiutehr more 
ao in his mind, than she bad erer known him. 
AU his oddities and eccentiicities seemed done 
amaj bj tim^ S^mmI sense, and the constant fric- 
tion of good company; so that all his merits 
strtKb her with doable force. Every thing is set- 
tled ; his generous friend, Mrs , highly ap> 

proves his choice — a veiy material point. The 
bride-dect comes down to us next week, and be* 
foic. Christmas I am to bless their union at the 
altar. Mrs has a quanti^ of elegant fur- 
niture china, plate^ and linen, and their income 
will be a dear 500L per anniun, with fair pro- 
mise of yearly increase from the great increase of 
bnildii^ about the springs, \iihere he is universal- 
ly beloved and esteemed.'' 
: . You will not wonder, dear Mrs Stokes, that I 
have bought of little else than this Melcome, this 
imlooked for good news, since I heard it. May 
the sunshine of this union be permanent ! — a wish 
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to which, I am sure, you will breathe a very am 
cere amen ! 



LETTER LVIII. 

Rev. T. S, Whalley. 

New. «3,179«. 

I CANNOT refrain from expressing, in die first 
possible instant, the concern and the joy your let- 
ter has given me. The interval since you wrote to 
me had appeared very long ; but, as business and 
engagements had not unfrequentiy produced from 
your fext as enduring a silence, it did not inspire 
painful presentiment, which your late ilbiess 
would but too well have verified. That a life so 
valuable should have been in immin^t peril by 
the conflict with two diseases, which demanded 
opposite treatment, and which cost you so much 
pam, my very heart deplores ; yet am I comfort- 
ed to learn, that all the danger, and most of the 
pains aie past away. And now let me speak to 
you of the exquisite pleasure I feel from the lat- 
ter part of your epistle; poor Sophia's more than 
fortunate, her blessed transition from die depress 
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iibg sorrows, the cnid mortificatioiis of depen- 
dence to the heart-felt peace of genteel, easy, nay, 
Uberal'Oompetence, beneath the roof, and in the 
preWpticHi of -one of the most' generous of men. 
It is long sunce any incident has cast such an ex- 
hilarating glow over my-spirit. Bodily indispo- 
sition, from the severe influenza, cannot counter- 
act its glad impresfiion. Though more fit to be 
in my bed, I took a chair to Lady Gresley's, for 
die delight of communicating to her intelligence 
which I knew would be thrice welcome, for she 
admires Sophia ; her warm heart is truly interest- 
ed in ' the wdfare of her favourites. With me 
had-' die n mourned Sophia's darkened prospects, 
and with me has she felt the most glad exultation 
tbatr their clouds thus unexpectedly, thus brightly 
mU away. Sophia's heart is too good, even for 
ad instant to forget how highly she is obliged; 
how few there are, vvho, in homage to her talents, 
her charms, and her misfortunes, would have felt, 
or, feeling, have ventured to indulge, an impulse 
80 disinterested. 

S^, my friend, see how terminates that com- 
bined invasion of the German powers, which you 
were so sure would be irresistible ; — but to what 
dire, what wanton excess is tyranny carried in 
that wretched country, beneath the specious name 

VOL. 111. N 
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of liberty ! Benevolence turns, loathing, from the 
prostituted sound. > 

The event of the invasion has but too well jus- 
tified my predictions ; but, in their accomplish- 
ment, I begin to apprehend danger to our state, 
then unthought of. I do not like the open tri^ 
umph avowed by numbers, over what they term 
the resistless armsi of freedom. I fear it has co- 
vert allusion to the fancied eligibility of similar 
anarchy here. Insane dreamers ! How deplor- 
able, Jbow inconceivable is it, that not only the 
ignorant, misguided, dazzled multitude, for whom 
the levelling system has natural attraction, but 
men of talents and afBuence, who must perceive, 
while they enjoy the blessings of that subordinate 
government, congenial to all the dispositions of 
Providence, all the economy of natm*e — that such 
should wish to kindle the devouring flames of se^ 
dition in this prosperous, this happy land; to 
throw from its equipoise that vast body, whose 
overwhelming momentum they cannot hope to 
govern ! O what madness ! 

Adieu ! You and Mrs W. purpose, I trust, 
to visit Lichfield next summer, for I know that 
friendship will induce you both willingly to fore- 
go the elegant luxuries of your own board, for 
the plain unvaried viapds of mine. 
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LETTER LIX. 

To Mr Saville. 

Welhbum, Dec. 7, 1798. 

In this interesting* scene of. friendship^ litem- 
tuie, tod the arts, 1 have been introduced to that in- 
teBectoal luminary^ Dr Parr, and to the celebrated 
hortus siccus of Mrs Delany, contained in ten im- 
meoae folios, each enriched with an hundred floral 
plautSi representing, in cut paper, of infinitely va-* 
rions dyes, the finest flowers of our own, and 
every odier climate, from the best specimens 
that the field, the garden, the greenhouse, and the 
conservatory could furnish; and with a fidelity and 
nvidneas of colouring, which shames the needle 
and the pencil. The moss, the films, the farina^ 
every, the minutest part, is represented with match- 
less delicacy. It was at the age of seventy-five 
that this prodigy of female genius invented her art, 
and gave it that last perfection which makes imi- 
tation hopeless. Always a fine painter, and not 

* The seat of Court Dewes, Esq. near Stimtford-iipoiH 

AvOOir— & 
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ignorant of the arts of cheiuistryy she herself dyed 
her papers from whence the new creation arose. 
Of this astonishing work Dr Darwin has given a 
most erroneous description ia his splendid poem* 
He ought not to have taken such a lib^ty. It 
represents Mrs Delany as a mere artificial flower- 
maker^ using wires and wax, and raoss, &c. ; though 
writing-piaper wais her sole material — ^her scissars 
her only implement. The former^ previously co- 
loured hy herselfy in complete ^shades d£ «¥ery 
tinty was never retouphed by the pencil After tlie 
flower was cut out ; nor did . she ever make a 
drawii^ ; but, as her specimen lay before hep, she 
cut from &e eye. The easy, floating .grace , (^ the 
stalks, the happiness virith which. thc^ flowcK or 
flowers^ their leaves and buds,- are. disposed upon 
those stalks, is exquisite ;'WhUei thei degree of real 
#elief which they^ssess, besides that ^ivhich arises 
fpcMoi the skilful deception produced by light afid 
shadeyhas a < richness: and natural effect, whidi 
the finest pencil cannot hope to attain* What a 
lesson of exertion does the invention and eom|>le- 
tion of such a work,, after seirenjty-five, give- to 
that hopeless languor, wliicb people are so prone 
to indulge in^ the decline of life ? 

When 1 had the honour of a visit from Dr Parr, 
he staid two days and nights at Wellsbum. I vras 
prepared to expect extraordinary colloquial powers, 

Si 
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bnttbey ekce^ed ^yferydeactipdon I had received 
of th^m. He is styled tte Johnson of die present 
day; In atreingth iof thought^ in promptness and 
ple&teouBDess of idkision ; in wit and humour/in 
tbarhij^^blourM 'eloquence which resiiks from 
pidetieUttaguilitioin-«4here is a fery striking simila- 
rify to idie d^pftited despot. Thatywh^n irritat- 
ed, he 'can thadtise- with tiie same overwhehning 
fttttevi can believe ; but unprovoked, Dr Parr is 
wholly free from the caustic acrimony of that 
splenetic being. Benign rays of ingenuous urba- 
nity dart in bis smile, and from beneath the sable 
shade of his large and masking eyebrows, and 
froiD'-thefiiie orbs they overhang. Tie* cltarac- 
ter» he drawa of distii^isbed people^and of such 
of bis friends^ whose talents, tho«i^ not yet 
emerged, are considerable, are ^ven with b' free, 
discriminating, and masterly p6wer, and with ge« 
ileral independence of party poejudices; If he 
throws into deepest shade the vices of diosej 
whose hearts he thinks corrupt, his spirit luxuri- 
ates in placing tbe irirtues and abilities of those 
he esteems in the fairest and fullest lights ; a 
gmtifieation v^kich tbe gloomy Johnson Seldom, if 
ever,, knew. 

Dr Parr is accused of egotism ; but if he often 
talks of himself, all he says on that, as on every 
other theme, interests the attention, and charms 
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the fancy. It is surely the dull and die envioul 
only who deem his frankness vanity. Ghreat 
minds must feel, and have a right to avow their 
•sense of the high ground <m which they stand. 
Who, that has a soul^ but is gratified by Milton's 
avowals of this kind^ when, in the civil wars, ex- 
horting the soldier to spare his dwelling, the poet 
declares his power to requite the clemency ; to 
spread the name of him who shew^ it over seas 
and lands ; 

^ In every clime the amis bright drele ynraa/* 

Dr Parr is a warm whig, loves om- constitu-^ 
tion, and ardently wishes its preservation ; but he 
says malignant and able spirits are at work to 
overthrow it, and that with their efforts a fatal 
train of causes co-operate. 

I saw him depart, with much regret, though 
his morning, noon, and evening pipe involved us 
in clouds of tobacco while he staid, but they 
were gilded by perpetual voUies of genius and 
wit. 

Adieu ! It delights me that you have been so 
tolerably well since I left the spiral precincts* 
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LETTER LX. 

Mrs Simmons, Manchester. 

Dec. 25, 1794. 

My dear Mrs Simmons, — I take an early 
opportunity, on my return out of Warwick- 
shire, to congratulate yourself and Mr Sinmions 
on a marriage, whidi, I sin<ierely wish and 
hope, may prove a source of lasting happiness 
to you both,'unmoIested, and unallayed by private 
or public calamity. 

The venom of sedition has been too indus- 
triously diffused through your town. May rea- 
son, may virtue, may gi-atitude for constitutional 
jNTOtection, flourishing commerce, and national 
gloiy, soon expel it, and unanimously inspire the 
inhabitants of Manchester with as true an attach'^ 
ment to this country and its government, as I am 
assured you and Mr Simmons feel for each other ! 
' Miss Remmington gave me satisfaction, by 
iinparting the pleasing account your sister had 
given her of Mr Simmons's numerous and agree- 
able friends. Animated and intelligent society 
inspirits the sweetness of domestic peace. 
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I thank you for your obliging remembrance of 
me^ by a bridal token^ and^ with compliments to 
Mr Simmons^ and love to Miss Hinckley^ I re- 
main^ dear Madam, your sincere friend, and obe- 
dient servant. 

I have just 'Seen- Mrs^ HiiiidLkyy-^h6 sends her 
love to you both, or rather to all three. 



LETTER XXL 

Colonel Do'WD£swBi<Lti' 

Jan. 3, 1793. 

Your obliging ^present was extre^ly, aoc^[K 
table; The* transnugrating gentry of • dusky-j^ 
nioa'Rre great strangers here. ' 

1 am sure yon rejoice "wttVin^ k> findfio miAy 
respeetaUer' members -^of' opppsitipn: ardently^ 
wisely^ aiKi irirtoonsly supporting' ninist^ at this 
critkal juncture^-^o see truepatriotism-bfeal^ing 
oiit, like the sua, Irombeneatb -the- eloiids of 'par- 
ty and pvejudiee, pervading andiHumiHatiE^eveiy 
part' of the naticNQy' ^Kod forcihg dae' dark and 

» • Woodeockst 
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shrinking spirits of sedition and anarchy to hide 
their horrid heads. 

It is not to the credit of Mr Fox that he stands 
aknost alone, 

^ A colnmn in the melandioly waste/ 

Lonely, waste, and melancholy be ever the situa- 
tion of those who refuse their assistance to the 
peeservation of their country ! 

But, O! the hapless Louis !— more truly great 
beneath the barbarous tyranny he suffers, than 
amidst the highest splendours of that throne, from 
which freedom had ever been banished, not by 
hia, but by its own pernicious constitution. If 
die £erce banditti, who have disgraced the fair 
name, of liberty, should iinally destroy that unfokv 
timate momurch, whom they have long thus cow- 
flLvdly, thus^basely persecuted, his blood 

.... ^ 

** Shall, like the sacnficing Abel's, cry, 
£*en firom the tongueless caverns of the earth. 
To Heaven, for justice, and rongh chastisement." 

Adieu, Sir ! may you, and Mr and Mrs M. seie 
many returning years, on which neither private 
nor public calamity shall lower. 
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LETTER LXII. 

t 
I 

Miss Hielen Williams, at Parish 

January 17, 1793, • 

Ah ! my dear Miss Williams^ I am truly sorry 
for the sad state of your health, and for the inevi* 
table aiRiction of your gentle spirit. Often do I 
regret that you left our yet, and, I trust, long to 
continue, happy country, for the regions of anar* 
chy, tumult, and murder. 

See what it is to destroy the chain of subordi^ 
nation, which binds the various orders of nation^ 
al society in one common form of polity ; that 
gradatory junction, which can alone give v^onr 
and effect to the laws, extent and circulation to 
commerce, and create mutual love, and mutual 
dependence, amid the various ranks of men. It 
lays those wholesome and necessary restraints up- 
on the headstrong and undiscerning passions of 
the vulgar, which form their best and truest li- 
berty ; and without which, as the rash experiment 
in France e^nces, all is ferocious contest, that ap^ 
pals the spirit, and withers the nerves of legis- 
lation. 
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O ! that France had possessed the wisdom of 
knowii^ where to stop^ and the virtue to scorn a 
tyrannous revenge ! — that^ emerging from the 
gloom of oppression; and the, baseness of servili- 
ty, she had not rushed into the yet worse extreme 
of wild levelling ! — diat she had not been misled 
by that specious^ that mischievous sophist, whose 
absurd and impossible system of equality seeks to 
kindle the fatal flame of selfish ambition in every 
heart. Beneath the prostituted name of freedom, 
it abandons all mankind to the dominion of their 
own fierce desires ; tyrants, under whose scourge 
and injustice, the sum of public misery is greater 
fiu- than it was even in that fallen monarchy, 
which, by hereditary claims, not by the vices of 
the king, was corrupt and despotic, to an excess 
which demanded a brave resistance. 
. But the different talents and dispositions of 
men, inherent and acquired ; the comfort, pro- 
tection, and prosperity of civilized society 4 the 
dispensations of providence in the vegetable, ani- 
mal, and rational universe ; the silent lessons of 
natural religion, and the precepts of revelation, 
are all the reverse of Paine's equalizing creed, 
which has transformed an amiable and sweet-tem- 
pered people, whose first liberation was not only 
justifiable but noble ; has transformed them in- 
to a dire banditti, spuming every l^al restraint. 
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Behold them Basdilmg diemUdestiiiicl'iiiost^ in- 
duigent monarch thdt ^iwer Mt upon thieit ihroM ;' 
forgii^y in their demc^iiab -wish of his deMtliC^ 
tion, those incredible trettsons, i9(^hich he had 
neither the comage to plan, nor^ watehiHl te'he^ 
was, the power to n^otiate; 'confisdiBfittg- thb 
property, and dodming to destitute bstti^bient, 
those who had fled from the sctu^ of sttfgiiiilar]^ 
tumult, and iiApunisbed murder; Wheit9 IMh^ 
could be sure that he, or she, might 'ndt pirdve-' 
the next victim ; bullying and' stigmatiziiig/'wkh' 
the most insolent contempt,' every stat!^^'- where 
the happier principles of si!iborditiiite govermnto^ 
unite a people as one family! — destroying* the> 
freedom of their own pi^esisi J— «vei^iiig, by pipi5-'' 
scription, all ^ofiversati6n which presumes to 6en^* 
sure their fierce democratic system l-^— menaciAp, 
with brutal indecency, in their 'conventional as- 
sembly, the few y few pleaders ' for merty, who, 
conscious that their lives must prbbably expiate 
the generous attempt, deserve statues to their me-^ 
mories. ' ^ 

This is the nation to which the amiable, the 
benevolent Helen' Willian!is has rashly committed 
herself: — ^where' her golden lyre must not'b^ 
strung, at least to gentle themes:— where the swtiet 
creations of her fancy knust hot arise, or, arising, 
must be neglected : — whose very life, if she is sud- 
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pected of pitying the greatly unfortunate, may 
efeii be tnarted out for the di^er of the assassin* 
Warned by the ingratitude of the bloody de- 
mocracy to their primal deliverer, the brave Fay- 
ette, O! return, while yet you may, to your na- 
tive country, which has fostered your talents, and 
enrolled y9nf'fame. In. spite of the desperate in* 
oendiaries^ who infest her cities, and seek to plunge 
W. jntAi the c^amities of France, I trust she has 
araity iBDDugb to profit by saving warning, in- 
stead .et' fdUowing ruinous example ; to main- 
laio irtedfastly her wise subordinations; to shun 
the iexcbangeiof real freedom, the offspring of sa- 
ktfafyc veslraiot, for that nominal liberty which 
renders every man the slave of his own depraved 
desires; that, in the body-politic, enables the 
feel ta usurp the place of the head, transforming 
manual, artificers and rude peasants into states- 
miBD4> feieding their ambition at the price of their 
peai)e> to the min of commerce, and the fatal ne» 
gleet of agriculture. • How little can military vie* 
toriea »vail to recompence such evils i 
■ The fire which led the French to the brink of 
fliat chaos jnto which they are fallen, you yet, my 
AcSar friefid, call the rising sun of liberty. So I 
deemed it once, nay long, and, as such,"*^ publickly 

r 

* $ee a spnnet on the French Revolntion iu tlie Gentle 
intfi*8 Magaiine for August 1789. — S. 



and voluntarily hailed its dawn with the beat 
powers of my imagination^ and of my heart; bot^ 
to my great r^ret, it proves 

" A meteor, flaming lawksi tliioiigjh the void^" 

Ominous of spreading strife and misery. 

You tell me that the court treasons rendered 
the massacres of the 10th of August necessary; 
None of those imputed treasons are proved. 
They never wore the semblance of probability*— 
The accusers are the judges. Suborned witoee* 
ses and forged papers are easily procured, whete 
no one dares^ perhaps even wishes^ to detect their 
fallacy. 

. All Europe knows^ that, instead of the free 
choice which France ought to have given her 
king, that of acceptmg the new constitution, or 
of living as a private citizen, or of quitting die 
French territories, he has, from the first hour of 
the revolution, been a prisoner, with a sword at 
his throat. I always condemned that tyrannous 
coercion as a deep stain upo^n the glories of the 
revolution, before they became finally tarnished 
by the worst of crimes. That coercion ought 
early to have convinced us, that nothing genuine* 
ly great and good was to be expected from synods, 
(Capable of sacrificing, to narrow-hearted and cruel 
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policy, the very spirit and vital principles of that 
fieedom, whose disciples they professed them* 
■elves. 

Unhappy, injured Louis ! all the crimes thou 
hast practised against the new state were, first, 
the exercise of that dissentient power with which 
it had itself invested thee ; and next, the calling 
upon thy devoted guards to repel the tumult le- 
velled iat thy life. For domg their duty, they 
were butchered in thy sight ; and, for the natural 
desire of self-preservation, thou art arraigned be- 
fore the vengeful and infamous tribunal of mock- 
justice. 

These are the treasons which induce thy cruel 
country to seek thy life. Perhapsf even now, the 
murderous' stroke has descended, and the mea- 
sure of democratic oppression is full. But thy 
mild and mercy-loving temper, and the patient 
d^iity with which thou hast borne thy injuries, 

' ** Will plead, like angels, tnunpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of tiiy taking off;" 

Or of that barbarous, lonely, and life-long impri- 
sonment, which some of thy persecutors have 
advised, as a more politic revenge on thy un- 
real guilt, than the bow-string, the dagger, or 
the axe. 
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My dear friend, you confeM the tuifHtude.of 
the September, massacres, but ailege dut Aey 
were perpetrated by three wretches^ moie/cEre 
and infamous thau the Roman Tnumyinitev.mth 
about fifty more, acting as llieir . instcumteta in 
that work of death ; that a ^enehd conBtematioa 
had gone foith, no one knowing how far the phm 
of murder extended ; but that those viUginB.liaife 
not yet been . brought to justice, proves that Bo- 
land spoke truth, when he asserted to the natioiH 
al convention, that their law» were in the sleep of 
death. Wretched, wretched constitution, i^ainst 
which that dreadful charge is truly urged ! 



^ Then shall insatiate tyranny range on. 
Till each man drop by lottery.* 



»» 



Fly, my dear Helen, that land of carnage ! — 
from the 'influence of that equalizing system, 
which, instead of difiusing universal love, content, 
and happiness, lifts every man's hand against his 
brother ! 

Politics are almost as much the general theme 
here as with you. Tlie restless ambition of our 
sectaries ; the desperation of our spendthrifts and 
gamesters ; the arrogant theories of empiric phi- 
losophers, who love speculative system much bet- 
ter than experienced policy ; these dangerous 
propensities were beginning to diffuse, with alarm- 
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ii^ success^ the venoiii of ungrateful and rebel- 
lious sedition amongst ihe easily-dazzled vulgar. 
But I trust the spirited and timely exertion of 
our l^islators, knd ihe public reasons of true 
wisdom^ have thoroughly awakened our populace 
to dieir 1^ interest. Never do I remember such 
an universal glovir of loyalty, such a grateful and 
fervent sense of the blessings of our balanced go- 
venmienty as seem now to pervade all the orders 
of Aritish society. 

The fndlty of human nature considered, we have 
too more right to expect perfe(:tioii in govern- 
ments than from individdals. In eveiy person, 
in all institutions; much of error v^ill be found in- 
termingled v^ith the piirest virtue. The prepon- 
derance of good, which is declur^ to be enough 
for Heaven, is siirdy enodgh for us; but in de- 
mocracies> the preponderance of evil is inevitable. 
Incessant striiggle, nevernending tumult, fantastic 
giddy change, edicts written on sand, and hopes 
built on morasses — these are the effects of their 
radical instability. May England be preserved 
from the dire experiment I 

Adieu, my dear friend! — Love and respect your 
country half as well as I love and respect you ; 
and I trust we shall soon cease to view you 
in a state of cold alienation, and of impending 
danger. 

VOL. in. o 
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Mr H. Cart, of Christ College. 

March 9, 1793. 

I MUST, dear Cary, consider jour pleaded nuh 
bility to make a good local poem out of the Ron- 
mondial! superstitions yet prevailii^ at Godstow^ 
as a mere excuse of indolence. Want of leisure 
is another affair ; and if your time is employed to 
better purposes of future fame, or prosperity, my 
friendship should repress the wish of my imaginaF 
tion. 

I do not controvert the fact, that poets are too 
seldom to be trusted concerning the value of eadi 
other's compositions ; but you and Idiffered as to 
the causes which rendered them, I will not say in- 
competent, but unfair judges. The heart! the 
heart ! my dear Cary ; if that was rights — did no 
unworthy jealousy, no mean selfish desire of con- 
fining excellence to that line of writing in which 
themselves excel, lurk there, ^^ to twist opinions 
in contempt of justice," — the prose-men's sensibili- 
ty of beauty, and perceptions of defect, could 
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aland on no ground of competition with that of 
the t^ards. 

Darwin is a great system-monger, and has cer- 
tainly taken up an erroneous one concerning the 
constituent essentials of fine poetry, since he as- 
erts tl»t every thing is prose which is not pic- 
ture ; — a system which has destroyed his taste for 
simplicity, and induced him to be much too pro- 
fiise of ornament. Yet surely yfni say wonderfully 
too little for his highly ingenious poem, in telling 
vm, that you admire hia '' little pictures, tied to- 
gether with festoons of ribbands," as, in his pre- 
hcBf with affected modesty, he calls that splendid 
pdkrj, where we often find the strength and 
force of Michael Angelo, as well as the softness 
of Raphael, uid the tints of Titian. 

Mir Uayley, after whose employments you in- 
quire^ jhas been lately engaged in writing the life 
a! Milton. Not having heard from him since 
die execrable French completed the measure of 
Aevc bloody tyrannies by the murder of the most 
mild and merciful monarch they ever had, I 
should not wonder if he withholds his work from 
the public eye at present. I suspect and fear 
that his bias towards democratic principles ap- 
pear too strongly in that work, not to expose it to 
an m^racious reception, now that generous indig- 
nation is. almost universally, would to God it were 
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wholly prevalent, against the guilt and misery 
they have produced in France* 

You justly deplore the present apathy of public 
tast;e to Mr Hayley's just claims ; yet I think a 
little mistake concerning the nature and bias of 
his own. talents, has co-operated with that cold- 
ness to destroy the ardour with which his poetic 
efforts were once received. It appears to me 
that Mr Hayley's genius is of the same class with 
that of Pope. Pope did hot attempt tragedy; 
and, had he attempted it, would hot probably have 
produced dramatic compositions of equal merit 
with his other poems. So it proved with the 
dear bard in his Lord Russell and Marcella. 
The sentiments of the first are pleasing, natural, 
and pathetic, but the style wants spirit and varie* 
ty. The second is so disgusting in its plot, that it 
was never likely to please. If any of the critical 
friends he consulted flattered him on the subject 
bf those tragedies, they injured him. I was not 
of th'3 niiniber, and contented myself with reserv- 
ing my ingenious praise for hb charming eomediea 
in rhydne, which, though thfey may not do well in 
representation, are, in the closet^ as brilliant as 
they are original. Unwarned by the unfpopulari- 
ty of Lord Russell and Marcella, he wrote ano- 
ther tragedy, and pushed its fate on the stage. 
You know the event. A disgraced play is one of 
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the most fatal blights the respectability of a living 
author^ in the eyes of the multitude, can receive ; 
but future ages will eitbef not know the. circum- 
stance, or, knowing, disregard it. You say the 
Triumphs of Temper ensure immortality to Mr 
Hzjlefp hme ; but surely, if that exquisite spor- 
tive production of a rich and luxuriant imagina* 
tion had never been written, his beautiful Epistles 
on* Paint^lg, and, far above even them, his Essays 
on Epic Poetry^ together with that fine Ode to 
Howard, will b^ considered as amongst the first 
Delphic ornaments of the eighteenth century. 
Apropos of odes, I am delighted with the Abort ^ 
ffsul Odes. In my estimation, the light of ge* 
nius abities witli tenfold force in them, con^pared 
to the author's first poem in couplets, the Abori^ 
ginal Britons— though that will, I am sensible, 
much mpre generally please. Lyric composi- 
tion, of genuine excellence, is not only out of the 
sphere of the common reader, but even of those 
who may be interested and pleased with a pleas- 
ing poem in ten or eight feet verse, or in the ele^ 
giac stanza, or in the lighter quatrain — ^but sublime 
edes are, even to such, like those stars — 

^ That, p1ac?d beyond a certain height, 
Give mortals neither heat nor light.** 



^14 IiBTTBB LXIII. 

The multitude) however, may, in time, be talked 
into applauding lyric excell^Ke, when the suf* 
fragesof men of genius, liberal enough warmly to 
celebrate what they feel deserves ' celebration, 
shall accumulate, and form a mass of, fame^ to 
which the variety of superficial readers, and of 
those of bounded taste, will induce them to add, 
rather than, by fruitlessly attempting to diminidi 
it, dii^race themselves. Such, at least, w«s die 
inevitable destiny of fine odes ; such it wfll again 
unquestionably be, if the idle sneers of Johiuoii, 
on that line of poetry, shall fall into the contsempt 
they deserve; but if they continue to be generally 
thought oracular, in vain, for his future gloiy, 
shall the bard strike the lyre of Pindar and of 
Gray, with congenial happiness. — With congenial 
happiness, surely, has Mr Ridiards struck it, 
especially in the second ode, the Captivity of 
Caractacus. Hie first has fine passages ; but re» 
fiembling, somewhat too nearly, the Alexanderfs 
Feast, and the Welch Bard, it has less originality 
than its younger brother. 

This is a long letter from such an invalid as 
myself. I have been much out of health lately, 
and have reason, I think, to apprehend that the 
vital props are giving way ! Adieu ! 
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■ 

Mrs Stokes. 

Jpril 25, 1793. 

Nbvbr did I know what it was to be so ill as 
MAoe X last wrote to you. Mj sensations taught 
me to apprehend the slow accumulation of water 
ID mj brain. I am yet far from being well, 
dioMgb my disease, whatever it is, has been won- 
derfully abated by the course of medicmes pre* 
scribed by Dr Darwin and Dr Jones in consulta- 
ti(Hi: 



^* Of fbes intestiiie, what a nnmerons band 

A^ainit Una ihUe throb of life conspire I 

But science can ebidc their fatal ire 

Awhile, and turn aside death's levelled dart, 

Soothe the fierce pang, allay the fever's fire, 

And brace the nerves once more, and cheer the hearty 

And yet a few sweet days and balmy nights impart." 

There b no being silent to the contents of your 
last on political themes ; yet it is with reluctance that 
I enter upon the lists with one to whom my sen- 
timents have hitherto been singularly congenial 
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on every material subject. Once tbey were in 
unison respecting the conduct of the French, and 
the eligibUity of parliamentary reform in this 
country; but the inischiefs of individual repre- 
sentation are fully dj&monstrated by the guilty, 
the ruinous anarchy into which it has plunged 
our unfortuqate neighbours. We are now, 
however unwillingly, taught py experience, that, 
through the natural depravity oJF human nature, 
peofile of property, who have a considerable stake 
in their country, are, in general, the only real 
patriots-*-«-that they alone can be safely entrusted 
with the management of its interests. The 
French shew us the romatitic folly of expecting 
patriotism from the ignorant, the originally indi- 
gent, or the desperate, who have become ind%ent 
by vice and profusion. These classes form a 
large major jty ip every populous state; but, in 
general, all such, with inen like Mr F. and Mr S. 
for their leaders, care not what becomes of that 
to which they belong. The two former classes 
do not foresee the evils, and those of the latter 
will not allow themselves to reflect what accumu* 
lated wretchedness must ensue from the enlarged 
power to do mischief, granted to those passions 
which had robbed their own private life of com- 
petence and peace. 

It is by the protecting influence of represented 
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proportyi extending to the unpropertied, and jea- 
loudly guarding from innovation that government, 
by wliich Britain in at this hour the happiest 
nation in Europe ; it is by that influence that we 
are all, of every rank apd every ^th^ preserved 
from real oppression, from every political evil of 
nu^^nitude ; and, aboye all, from what the French 
evince tq be the woiiit of misfortunes, lawless 
licentiouanesis, profEuiing the name of liberty. 

That nation also proves to us the bad conse- 
quence of destroying the union between national 
politics and national religion. To all who, after 
its dire example, yet seek to abolish the tests 
which maintain that- union, wisdom cries out 
aloud, beware ! — and it well becomes the honour, 
the probity, the prudence of this country's politi- 
cal saviour, Pitt, not to sufier the awful warning 
to be given in vain. Beneath his momentous 
trust, it is not for him, as an honest man, obstir* 
nately to persist in what he might once think ex* 
pediait, even though be had declared a design to 
bring it forward, now that the danger of innova- 
tion is thus horridly demonstrated. Our dissen- 
ters have no grievances of a thousandth part the 
magnitude of those to which the grant of their 
d^nands would expose themselves, amidst the ge» 
neral confusion and ruin which it would, almost 
to, certainty, eventually produce. They are not 
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persecuted, or even impeded^ in the exercise of 
their religious duties ; their persons, their proper- 
ty, share the general protection; while the re- 
straints laid upon them are only such as the safety 
of the state requires, since the writings of their 
leader, Priestley, have unveiled their secret desire 
for a republican form of government. In tiie 
triumph of tliat expected revolution here, hidierto 
happily disappointed, did he unveil it, servii^ that 
government he designed to overturn. 

Much, therefore, does it behove our ministeri 
to repress attempts to pull away the comer-stones 
of the constitutional basis, under the now un- 
masked pretence of parliamentary reform, and ax- 
tended toleration. Every virtue, carried to an ex- 
treme, tends to vice; so is it with national to- 
leration. 

Who can love their country, yet \mh to see her 
risk, in the pursuit of imaginary improvement^ 
*' her golden vants^es," the blessings she is en- 
abled universally to extend, with the horrors be- 
fore their eyes that such rash experiments have 
brought upon a nation, which had, what we have 
not, heavy oppression to plead for makii^ them. 

To those who, contemplating the present state 
of France, preserve their dissatisfiEu;tion with our 
govemm^t, America is accessible. 

As to the present war, of which you expreai 
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such Utter detestation, that junction with the al- 
lied powers to restrain the spread of anarchy, we 
had surely been the meanest of nations had we 
not made it. What ! when our generous and 
long neutrality was repaid by public and unre- 
proved threats in the conventional assembly, to 
assasBiaate our ministers, bring our monarch to 
the block, as they had donfe their own ! to over- 
turn our gofemment, together with that of every 
odier nation! — ^when their wretched sophistries 
about liberty and equality were propagated by 
French emissaries in eveiy part of England! — 
when they were abetted by the idiot treachery of 
ungrateful Britons, associating, congratulating, 
nd cringing to the perjured republic, constituted 
by those unhappy distempered people, who were 
endeaTouring to communicate their plaguenspots 
to our yet healthy region ! 

Was it not time to assert ourselves, and repel 
such insulting threats, such dark ingratitude, such 
Qiining treacheiy, by manly, by generous resent^ 
ment? 

I did not approve, any more than yourself, of 
the Prussian and Austrian invasion last spring. 
It was premature ; the faith of France, pledged to 
her new constitution and conceding monarch, 
had not then been violated. Except by the coer- 
ave detainment of the king, the preceding year, a 
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bad prognostic of her want of just principle, she 
had not then deserved chastisement from th^ imv 
rounding nations; and Providence enabled the 
assailed to repel the assailants* But now, loaded 
with public guilt, stained with ii^nocent blood, 
lost to every restraint of wisdom, humanity, aiM| 
religion, it is t>ecome the duty of all, who detest 
her crimes, to abhor her fellowship; to avenge 
the cause of the plundered and massacred, to pre- 
vent the contagion of such crimes difiusing itself 
to other states. 

If ever it was right to petition Heaven for a 
blessing on the unsheathed sword, it is now that it 
has been drawn against the lawless, the murder* 
ous, the impious, seeking to infect and to sub- 
jugate every happier country. I was not well 
enough to go to church on Friday, but I read 
the service, appointed for that day, to my familyj^ 
and my whole heart went with my lips* 

How can you ask the question, if it was wise 
in us to provoke the French to murder their kii^, 
by threats of renouncing our neutrality if they 
did ? O ! you must know, that a base indiffer- 
ence, a coward silence on our part, during the 
guilty preparation, could not have prevented its 
accomplishment. Those, who, in such hours, 
had not cried out with Dauiel, '^ I am clear 
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from die blood of thk man/' had partaken the 
guilt of shedding it. 

You reproach England for noif-idterfer^nce in 
die afiairs of Poland. From distance, and other 
causes, you cannot but be aware, that it was not 
in our power to assist that injured country ; aiid 
there would have been litde wisdom in exhaiusi^ 
iqg, in a fruidess cnisade, our treasures and odr 
blood. 

I have heard it urged against our wafr with 
France, that Holland did not claim oOr protec- 
tion. What of that ? If she was meanly willing 
to bow her neck to democratic tyranny, it was of 
die last importance to this country to prevent her 
subjugation. 

By the same post whi^h brought me your let- 
ter of March the Sd, anathematizing our rupture 
with France, I received one from Mr Whalley, 
the humane, the gende, and the good. It is cu- 
rious to mark the difference of opinion on the same 
subject, between minds so amiable. Observe, that 
though a clergyman, he neither possesses, nor^ 
from the affluence of his private foitune, seeks 
church emoluments; therefore can he have no 
bias from professional interest. Thus he writes : 

'' O ! these accursed French ! my soul sickens 
at their crimes. Great indeed is the conflict be- 
tween them, mi all religion, morality, and the' 
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good government which springs from both. Ei- j 
ther these miscreants must be crushed, or havock, 
disorder, and ruin, must overspread Europe. ' 
With power, their vain-glory was never to be : 
trusted, even when restrained by the strong hand i 
of high and long constituted authority. Check \ 
the monster, O ! my dear country ! or thy glory, 
thy peace, thy virtue, will pass, like a dreamy 
away. The time for difference in speculative 
opinions is gone ; that for decisive counsels and 
determined action is come ; and I consider every 
man as a traitor to his country, who dares men- 
tion peace with the enemies of God and man.*^ * 

I believe the general sentiments, with few ex- 
ceptions, concur with Mr Whalley's. TTie dis- 
senters, however, must not be included. I am 
afraid they are sorry to see any impediment to the 
progress of democracy. 

Surely you cannot fancy, that because the lion 
Dumourier turned upon his ungrateful bloody 
hunters, he was in league with^ as you justly style 
him, the infemous £galit6; nor suppose it a 
proof of preconcerted treachery and guilt, that a 
brave and great General, to whom France was 
indebted for all her victories, should ^^fase to 
obey her mandate^ which summoned him to die 
block, because, overpowered by resbtless num- 
bers, and by the force of national guilt sitting 



LETTER LXIV. 223 

beavy on the swords of his troops^ the tide of 
conquest turned against him! Oi worse than 
"Siome^s ingratitude to her great Coriolanus ! Well 
might it sicken Dumourier of the republican 
form of government, which had, in return for all 
his services, left him no alternative but loss of life 
by assassination, or the dominions scaffold, except 
he threw himself into the protection of the ene- 
my! 

Such is the reward that anarchy extends to 
diose who toil and bleed for her I After the fate 
of Fayette and Dumourier, who will pity the 
fools who shall again command her armies i 

But, O ! my friend, is it you — you who injure 
your country so extravagantly, as to suggest that 
die draws the sword to forward the schemes of 
the villain she most abhors, the vile Egalit£ ! — 
Yet, from my soul, I believe Dumourier as in- 
nocent as our ministry of such infamous coali- 
tion. 

The Gentleman's Mi^azine for last month 
vexed me extremely. When first the Lives of 
the Poets came out, several of my correspon- 
dents expressed a wish to know Mr Hayley's and 
my opinion of that work. The request induced 
me to make extracts from our mutual letters on 
the subject, which I transmitted to those corre- 
spondents, little thinking that publication, un- 
known to either of us, would ensue. My con- 
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sent could not have been obtained; because I 
must always have known that it would be dis- 
agreeable to Mr Hayley. Guess, then, how I 
must be mortified by seeing these very extracts; 
with our names at full length, and after a ten 
years dormancy, in the Gentleman's Magazine i 
Its editor should have inquired of me if I knew 
and approved of their being seht to his work. We 
had then been spared this vexation. 

The Hayleyan extracts a^e cotrecf ; but a very 
inaccurate transcript indeed was sent of the pas- 
sages takedi from my letters. By vefbal omis- 
sion in some of the sentences, and by its interpo- 
lation in others, they are tendered utterly unintel- 
ligible ; and most ridiculously in one place, where 
I had written " his (J ohnsoik^s) former visits/* it is 
printed " its formal visits." 

I wrote to the dear bard, expressing my con- 
cern for the circumstance, chiefly lest he should 
be displeased with me for having originally fur- 
nished indiscretion with the means of dragging us 
involuntarily before the public eye. His answer 
is generously kind and indulgent, while it ac- 
knowlec^es the very unpleasant jar given to his 
feelings by this display. I kn^lv he would start 
violently at the ghost of his oAvn opinions^ staring 
at him from the Gentleman's Magazine. 

Tlie learned and ingenious Mr Berrington was 
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here yesterday. Once devoted to the French 
cause^ he is now thoroughly ashamed of it, and 
ingenuously said there was now no mentioning 
the word liberty without a blush. He detests the 
ingratitude of the public to Dumourier; treats 
their suspicion of his treachery as the wildest, as 
well as basest, instance of groundless distrust; ad- 
ding, that no man's heart was more devoted to 
the cause for which he so bravely fought, till he 
found what was likely to be his recompence. 
Rumours of the hovering impeachment had pre- 
ceded, the arrival of the conunissioners. He cer- 
tainly formed his plans upon them, to be pursu- 
ed or renounced as he thought the convention 
base enough to desert, or wise enough to protect 
him. 

This long letter has not been propitious to my 
precarious health; my head is more painful and 
oppressed for the degree of earnest thought into 
which it has led. me. I trust this new dissimilari- 
ty in omr sentiments on one theme, however im- 
portanty will have no blighting influence upon our 
frienddiip. 
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Mrs Jackson, at Weymouth, 

Lichfield^ May 3, 1793. 

There seems little gratitude in so long a sP 
lence to so kind a letter ; yet, that this is only 
seeming, my lost health bears melancholy v^itn^w. 
I am ordered to Buxton ^'hen the weather shall 
grow sufficiently warm. That bleak r^on stands 
much in need of being softened by the summer^s 
smile. 

If a renovated constitution bless my return, 
how happy should I feel in the accomplishment 
of that hope you once allowed me to entertain \ 
The friend, so honoured in your gratifying men- 
tion of him, Mr Saville, would, scarcely less dian 
myself, rejoice to see you an inmate of these 
walls. We talk of you frequently, and of tbat 
evening in which h^ had the pleasure of bcSii^ in- 
troduced to you at Mr Whalley's. The dreadful 
nervous disease which oppressed him so long, 
and still at intervals oppresses him, has altered 
his person, and dampt his once joyous spirits ; 
but his heart loses none of that characteristic 

1 
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« 

>^nnth ^bich would delight to renew and to 
streiigifaen those dear impressions which your 
tsllents and your kindness made on its tablets. 
' It gratifies me to picture to myself the happi- 
ness you felt in returning to Bath. Your ab- 
sence from it had not been long enough to pro- 
dace those mortal devastations^ which so change 
and so sadden the re-appearance of scenes and 
tckaeties, amongst which we had moved through n 
course of years. 
It was always a subject of regret to me, that 

Mr — should waste himself so much upon 

insipid people> and in eternal card-parties. A so-^ 
dal and benevolent desire of obliging, doubtless, 
first involved him in that train of engagements ; 
and it is always difficult to break the habits of 
life. He writes to me, that both himself and 

Mrs have been much out of health this 

winter ; that his complaints were long of danger- 
.ons tendency ; lind that they had left upon him 
much weakness and languor. Bodily disease will 
UprbiB our energies; and sometimes with such 
resbtless weight, as to baffle the power of the 
heart's warm cordial, the restored society of a 
long-absent friend ; — else, surely had the presence 
of Mrs Jackson been to none more vividly wel- 
come than to him, whose tongue I have heard scf 
lavish in her praisev 
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« 

How fortunate for Mrs Pennington, that you 
could go to Bristol, at a juncture when your sup- 
port and countenance were so momentous to her! 
though I doubt not the grace and elegance with 
which she would perform the ceremonies of that 
arduous evening. Its hurries and solicitudes hap- 
pily over, I delight to think of the sweet conver- 
sations you held together, in the calm domestic 
bay that shelters your friend from the stohms 
which had gathered round hei little bark. 

You M'ill be truly concerned when I tell you 
that dear Lady Gresley is very ill. The strange 
disease in her joints, which, of late years, hid 
crippled that yet graceful and elegant form, seems 
now fallen upon her vitals. She sinks fost, aud 
the danger seems daily to increase. Kvery poa* 
sible medical assistance is procured, and she has 
every tender attention from her amiable daug^ 
ters. Lady Heathcote passed the last month by 
the couch of her mother. On Monday she left ' 
Lichfield. I much fear it will prove a finfil se- 
paration ; — that she will never more behold that 
best of mothers and of friends. Miss Gresley 
aud Miss F. Gresley never quit her apartment. 
Alas ! she will soon follow her beloved Mrs Ben- 
net, whose loss she wept so tenderly last antumn. 
I shall lose, in Lady Gresley, a revered friend, 
whose frequent society I had the happiness to eor 



LETTEB LXV. 229 

joy, from the time she became an inhabitant of 
Lichfield. Ever interesting and precious to my 
spirit was her animated conversation. Never will 
I forget the affectionate pity she expressed for me 
during the terrors she saw nie suffer from the 
dangerous illness of the last-left friend of my 
youth. Ah! poor Miss Gresleys ! — their loss 
will be irreparable ; their tears anticipate it 
daily. 

I have transmitted to Mrs Stokes your kind 
eoncem for her iusuppressive regrets. She is 
again likely to be a mother. I wish the sex and 
health of the expected child may open again those 
$oh maternal prospects on which her internal 
fight} during the days of her Honora, was so fond 
to luxuriate. She and 1 now widely differ in opi* 
inoD. It is the first time in our lives that we 
have been uncongenial on material subjects. Her 
bn^Mind is, as I have told you, a worthy and in- 
genious maiii but a dissenter, and consequently a 
democrat. Her affection adopts his prejudices ; 
I hut not less than infatuation does it appear to me, 
that any prejudices Can be so sturdy, as to resist 
the strong light of conviction that breaks upon the 
Duachiefs of democracy from beneath the darkness 
of French crimes. 

JDear Mrs Jackson adieu ! — The letter before 
me makes no mention of your injured hand. Its 
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siience on that subject allows me to hope thi^ 
time has repaired the evU of accident* 
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M«S MOMPESSAN. 

MayU, 1793. 

Surely I need not declaim upon the pleasure 
I should feel in accepting the invitation of my 
long-valued friend to circle round by Mansfield^ 
in my road to Buxton — but I must hasten thither^ 
the instant some affairs, of bu^ness shall enaUe 
me to leave Juichfield« I console myself beneadi 
the regret of declining a. summons so interesting^ 
by the hope of seeing you here in the autumin; 
Meantime, I trust Mrs Heatlicote's society will 
diffuse the spirit of social joy and confidential 
friendship in your thrice-pleasant dwelling. Ida 
not fqrget how agreeably { passed our Italian 
May this time twp y^ars, whose soft and doudr 
less suns shone upon me, amid the verdant walks 
and lawns which surround your habitation. 

My health is considerably better at present 
than whef) I wrote to you last The medical dis^ 
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fdpline of my kind physicians, Darwin and Jones, 
bas availed me much; — but on my spirits the 
gloom of aipproacbing deprivation sits .dark and 
heavy. My dear and revered friend, Lady Gres- 
ley, is dying. Long an invalid, and always grow- 
ipg worse in the winters, we were none of us 
aware, till lately, that her increased indisposition 
had dangerous symptoms. Miss Gresleys and I 
flattered ourselves that the soft gales of spring 
would restore her to her, at best, feeble level of 
atrength — but within these few we^ks dropsical 
symptoms cam|3 rapidly on. It being necessary to 
keep her 94 quiet and serene as possible, and her 
four aQectionate daughters constantly with her, I 
was advised to wave the moumt'ul privilege of 
daily admittance, which she, dear, dear soul, was 
kindly desirous to permit me. Aft^r u four day's 
abaence. Miss Gresley last night wrote nie a note to 
say, that her beloved mother had e:^pressed an 
eameat desire tq see me ; but I must prepare my- 
self to see, with all the composure I could com- 
mandy a very grievous change. Alas ! I had no 
idea that four days could have produced one so 
terrible. O ! it cut me to the heart to see that 
pleasing face emaciated to scarce half its propor- 
tion; — ^those intelligent eyes sunk and shadowed 
over by the mists of death ; — that clear melodious 
voice inward^ broken, and inarticulate. I coul j 
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but just hear her say, v^ith a sweet mournful 
smile, ^* Dear Mbs Seward, I was desirous to 
see you once more — ^to thank you for your kind 
and constant attentions. Yon have made this 
place much pleasanter to me than it could bave 
been without your society ;— ever welcome to me 
was the sight of dear Miss Seward — ^may you 
live long and happy, and may we meet in heaven ! 
I am resigned — I am full of hope in God Al- 
mighty's mercy. If it had. pleased him, I should 
have been thankful to have continued longer with 
my dear, kind, and dutiful daughters, and with my 
friends — but He does not see fit. My state is 
hopeless, as to this world, though I have eveiy 
assistance— every comfort ; — but my friends should 
pray for me, that my release may be speedy. I 
have no uneasy reflections — I trust I shall be 
happy." 

She then, extending to me her cold hand, sunk 
back on her couch ; nor should I have been sur- 
prised if she had died before I left die room. 
She is, however, alive this morning — ^but weaker 
and more ill. Miss Gresleys weep themselves 
away. I am afraid they will injure their healthsu 
I have myself had little rest dirough the n^t* 
My heart has not been so torn as by the mourn- 
ful interview of last night, since I lost my dearest 
father. The image of the dying saint vrill be 
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long before my eyes^ and long must be tie regret 
I shall feel for her loss. Scarcely less tender 
than your own was the friendship she expressed 
for me, though commencing so much later in our 
mutual lives. She is fifty-eight years — was but a 
girl when she married— only eighteen when her son, 
the present Sir Nigel, was born. As a wife, a 
mother, a friend, her virtues have transcended the 
common degree of excellence — even where it is 
such as to merit considerable praise. Never was 
Aere a character in which benevolence of heart, 
and energy of understanding, truth, tenderness, 
and fortitude, with graceful and benign dignity of 
Bumners, were more happily blended. 

Adieu ! for I cannot enter upon any other sub- 
ject — ^my thoughts all wander to the couch of my 
swiftly-vanishing friend. I am ill with the grief I 
feel, with the tears I have shed ! 
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Wm. Hayley, Esq. 

Liclifield, May 15, 1793. 

Poetic tributes are due to you, my dear bard« 
I present Mr Grove's late beautiful monody on 
Miss Leigh. Funereal verses of less excellence 
accompany them^. To writing epitaphs I ever 
feel reluctance congenial to that which I have 
often beard you express, and grounded on the 
same reasons ; always determining that that on 
the anvil shall be my last attempt to gather nio- 
numental florets from a soil so exhausted. This 
resolution a foolish want of firn^nes^ in resisting 
solicitation^ has too often frustrated. It is curious 
with what intenseness people will press one to 
write epitaphs for their deceased friends; and, 
when the desire of obliging has painfully produ- 
ced the effort, how generally they discover that a 
prose inscription is most eligible. 



* Viz. The aathor*s epitaphs on David Garrick, Mn Bennet, 
and Mrs Simpson. They will be found in her Poetic Miscel- 
taoy.— 5. 



\ 



BETTER LXVll. ^5 

Twin monuments are now erecting^ side by 
side^ in our lately much adorned cathedral^ for 
Johnson and Garrick. Dr Vyse^ one of its canons^ 
has had the management of both. Last autumn 
he vehemently solicited from my pep a poetic in- 
9cription for Garrick's marble. I would fain have 
declined the task, but ^^ it was urged pa^t my de- 
fence." The request surprised me from Vyse, 
moe, though from infancy we were intimate 
seighbours, and had each other's first unspoken, 
though, as it proved, transient love, yet never but 
once had he hinted to me the slightest conscious- 
ness of my having published ; nor had he ever ad- 
dressed me as possessing any claim to literary 
taste. He is esteemed rather an elegant scholar, 
and b certainly no contemptible poet, though not 
in author. The once alluded to, was early on the 
appearance, in Urban's Magazine, of my Horatian 
Odes — thus — " Nancy, take the advice of an old 
friend, never again attempt translating Horace, 
since you do not know Latin.'' He gave 'this 
laconic counsel with an heightened complexion, 
and an ail* of angry earnestness. 

^' I wont promise you. Doctor, — because I was 
ui'ged to the task by my friends Mr Dewes and 
Mr Grove, both accomplished scholars. Mr 
Dewes has often taken the trouble of making 
prose translations of those odes, which he desired 
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to see me versify. These are scrupulously faiA- 
fuly and much more elegant than are the same 
odes by Smarts and other of the publishers, Who 
have given them ^ithoul metre. 1 find the em- 
ployment easy to me, and very amusing. Though 
my models are faithful, I do not confine myself 
to strict fidelity. The spirit rather than the let- 
ter is my aim. It was the aim of Dryden and 
Pope, whose translations are extremely lavidi. 
Hence they have the fire of original compositiona* 
I do not presume to make the same boast for 
mine ; — ^but my employers praised my exeoition. 
Mr George Hardinge, Dr Gregory, and many 
other gentlemen, high in the world of genius and 
learning, have warmly encouraged me on the sub* 
ject ; and, therefore, I shall probably supply the 
Gentleman's Magazine, one year, with an ode for 
each." He obsei-ved, that he was sorry for it, and 
we changed the theme. 

When Dr Vyse pressed me to write Grarrick's 
epitkph, he said the space on the marble required 
ten lines of verse, in the heroic couplet — no more 
— no less. Against the attempt, I pleaded that 
Garrick's principal excellence was not calculated 
for the solemnity of a cathedral epitaph. He re- 
plied — ** Garrick had virtues as well as talents. 
Though a strict economist, I knew of several mu- 
nificent donations of his to friends in distress, 

2 
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which he concealed from the obliged with gener- 
ous delicacy.'' This was rather encouraging in- 
formation. I inclose the result. It was honour- 
ed by the glowuig encomium of Dr Parf, and the 

^ attentive approbation of Mr Dewes, when I saw 
them in Warwickshire last December. In conse- 
quence of their criticisn^jB, I made some slight al- 
terations from the first copy. Dr Vyse received 
it with these retouches, praised the epitaph, and 
thanked me — ^but, lo ! the monument appears 

' with only a prose inscription. 

I was favoured with Mrs Bennet's acquaint- 
ance and partial regard. She had been the long 
intimate friend of Richardson ; and their friend* 
diip continued till his death. Such were this 
lady's fine talents and energetic virtues, that no 
praise of her could be flattery— ever detestable^ 
and most of all on tombs. 

She wrote verses with the terse neatness, hu- 
mour and gaiety of Swift. On her seventieth 
biith-day, being ill with St Anthony's fire, she 
wrote an arch and beautiful little poem to re- 
proach the Saint for his bad taste in intriguing 
with an old woman. Her death happened sud- 
denly last autumn ; full of years and honour, she 
slided with painless speed from the world. Her 
letters to her friend, dear Lady Gresley, just 
vanished from our sublunary horizon, breathed, to 
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the very last, Ciceronian spirit and eloquence^ 
I was entreated^ by her survivii^ friends, to '' inri- 
mortalize,'^ as they flatteringly called it, Mrs 
Sennet's virtues and talents. Richardson's cbn- 
fidentiad friendship for her being a discriminatiiig 
feature in her destiny, I felt less reluctance thun 
usual to comply; It seefXied formed^ as Madame 
de L'Enclos said of her amity with St Etremond, to 
embellish her epitaph. Mrd Bennet lived, of late 
years, very retired at Worcester. Thither I sent 
the requested inscription, but know not whethef 
or not it is used. 

The third of these epitaphs was, with equat 
fervour, solicited by Mr Repton, who designed a 
beatitifal monument for the Lad^ of Mr Simpffoii 
of Babworth in Yorkshire. She died in die 
bloom of youth and beauty, and had been cele- 
brated for her fine voice, and grace in singii^,* 
and for her skill in paititing. 

Her husband anxious, as I was assured, that 
the talents and merit of his fair beloved migb^ 
by my pen, be engraven on her tomb, no soonef 
finds his request granted, than he discovers, that 
my prose inscription — for I was requested to send 
one in prose, and in verse dlso — ^was better calcu^ 
lated for a monument which is to be placed over 
an altar. Absurd! because the design of the 
monument is poetically fanciful. Of this same 
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prose inscription, I would not take the slight trou- 
ble oJT preserving a copy. It appeared to me so 
uttierly inferior to th<e poetic one, that I could not 
dream of so very prosaic a preference. But I am 
rightly served for the compliant idiotism of writ- 
mg epitaphs in verse, against iny inclination and 
resolves. 

You receivied a letter from me of grateful ac- 
kiiowledgment, on the subject of those provoking 
magazine spectres. You were very good to as- 
toage, by your indulgence, the painful apprehen- 
nous their appearance had occasioned. Adieu ! 



9^ 
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EccLEs, Esq. of Ireland. 

Lichfield, May 31, 1793. 

I ADBRESSED'to yoU, by Colonel St George, 
afew hasty lines of acknowledgment, for the honour 
of yoiir so very partial remembrance, for your o- 
bliging letter, and for your very acceptable present* 

-It is now that I must speak to you for the plea- 
sure which my examination of that present has 
afibrded, and will, at intervals, continue to afford 
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lue while life is mine, with such a portioD of it» 
best blessing as shall allow me the capacity of 
literary enjoyment. I am going, by prescriptioiiy 
to try if I cannot repair its late decay by the waten 
of Buxton. 

It would mortify me to leave home without 
writing to you on the subject of your ingenious^ 
learned, and valuable work ; which, for two of the 
most admired of Shakespeare's plays, collects all 
the various rays of criticism into one focus, and 
generally determines the reading of every doufatftd 
passage, by that which throws the strongest li^t 
on its sense ; or, from the editor's own clear orbi^ 
dispenses one yet more luminous than any of 
them ; while, by the judicious airangement of the 
scenes, and accurate conjectures concerning the 
progress of the scenic time, our interest in the dra* 
ma is, during the leisure of an attentive perusal, 
very pleasingly increased. 

Was it not for a consideration highly important 
to the friends of Mr Eccles, I could fervently 
wish that all the plays of our immortal bard might 
receive the same advantages ; but the labour would 
be infinite. Were you to undertake so vast a Uak, 
I should fear that the intenseness of thought and at^ 
tentiou, with the long seclusion necessary for its ac* 
compUshment, would be highly injurious to your 
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health, perhaps even shorten a very valuable ex- 
iiteDce. 

I have always considered Johnson, in his critical 
capacity, as having done irreparable injury to the 
cause, and to the claims of poetic literature ; since 
iuB disiogenuousness, inconsistence, and injustice, 
are hid from general perception, beneatli those 
qJendid rays of baneful sophistry, with which he 
lias invested diem. Never, in my opinion, was 
lui onjiiBt and insolent dogmatism more injurious ; 
that to the pretensions of the play of Cymbeline. 
Toa, Sir, aregetide, and sweet-tempered in no 
common d^ree. Those excellencies, rarely unit- 
ed to so much power of mind, I heard attributed 
to yoUy before I had die pleasure of your society. 
When, diough so transiendy, that pleasure was 
nune, I saw them in your countenance, and per- 
ceived dieir reality in every cadence of your voice. 
Surely they were put to a severe trial, when, after 
ao l<Hig an intimacy with the loveliest, if not the 
most perfect of Shakespeare's plays, you admitted 
upon your pages that unfeeling contempt of its 
graces, contained in the despot's summary ; and 
when your veneradon of his dazzling abiliues in- 
duced you, in some sort, to give it your sancdon, 
by acknowledgii^, that perhaps it is not more se- 
vere tlian just. 

My vearm impadent spirit spurns the decision; 
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and to the grudging coldness of its praise^ and to 
the absurd exaggeration of its censure^ I apply 
Gay's couplet^ so often too applicable to the de- 
grading bias of criticism. 

^ O ! sach blind censors raO in vaii^ 
What! oteriodk my radiant tndnr 

The powers and fascinations of this play, match- 
less almost even by Shakespeare himself, give us 
all that is essential to dramatic excellence, varietyi 
truth, and exqubite discrimination, — all the deli- 
cate, elevated, and gracious emotions of the human 
soul, so delineated as to steep the eye of sensibility 
in pleasurable tears; such life-strokes of poetic 
imagery, and of poetic language, as bring their 
object and their scene full before our eyes. 

In short, the beauties of this play are everything 
to the affections and the understanding ; its er- 
rors, being merely those of costume, are nothing 
to the affections, or the understanding. Would it 
have gained one material advantage, if the names 
had been, as from the epoch chosen they ought 
to have been, ancient Latin instead of modem Ita- 
lian ? — if the villain had been called Valerius, or 
Torquatus, instead of lachimof I can discern 
none of the folly Johnson imputes to the fiction — 
nothing of the impossibility with which he chaiges 
the events. He, himself, in the preface to hiir 



LETTER LXVlil. 243 

Shakespeare, proves the unities of time and place 
to be unnecessary, \vhich genius may disdain to 
wear, without danger of disturbing those feelings 
in the reader, or the audience, the quiescence of 
which is necessary to the interest of the drama. 
He is indubitably right in his assertion, that ima- 
gination follows the poet through scenes, changing 
fihom on6 part of the globe to another, with the 
flime ease that it at first consents to conceive the 
stage before us a plain, a forest, or k foreign city : 
— Imt he might, nay, he ought to have gone far- 
th^i and descanted upoti the advantages the dra- 
matic poem inevitably receives from its neglect 
of the unities, as they respect time or place. 
How seldom has it happened, — how seldom can it 
htpfCD, that the space of a few hours, or even 
days, affords events that may display <;haracters in 
dioae different and contrasted situations, which 
give them the variety, spirit, and interest, that wef 
find in those of Shakespeare. 

We find Macbeth a man of high reputation 
and dstinguished bravery, but of yielding vii tue ; 
starded by native goodness into temporary remorse, 
and fedbly struggling against the seductions of his 
ndiiig passion. Could we have seen his crimes 
darkening on their progress, till they attain the 
dikrest excess of human depmvity— ncould this grada- 
tory apostasy have been shown us'^-could the noble 
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and useful morale which results, have been dioa 
ftNTcibly impressed upon our minds, without a vio* 
lationof those senseless unities?— Surely no, and di^ 
observation of them must have been equally Altai 
to the most striking and finest characteristic fear 
tures of the other leading persons of his dramas* 

Therefore ought the unities of time and place 
to be considered, not as wholesome restraint^ 
whose violation, though it may be endured from 
indulgence to eccentric genius, cannot be appro¥» 
ed and sanctioned as example, but as shackles^ 
radically injurious to the best interests of dramatic, 
composition, at least in tragedy ; and as '' custmns 
far more honoured in the breach than in the ob* 
servance.** 

Unity of character is another affair. Natnre, 
not art, prescribes consistence there ; at least aa 
far as she herself is consistent. Against her lawa 
no writer so seldom errs as Shakespeare. 

Mrs Griffiths' '' Shakespeare Illustrated'' has not 
fidlen in my way. I desire not diat it.ahpiild, 
since I find, from this work of yours, that ahe is 
an owl to the sunbeams of Cymbeline. That 
consciousness would tempt me to new-name ber 
book, and call it '' Shakespeare Darkened.^ No 
composition of hers*— I have seen severat— ever in* 
duced me to think that she had much power of 
mind. 
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To enter on comments upon the vanous readings, 
suggested by the critics and editors on particular 
jptflstges in these your interesting volumes^ would 
teiy me far beyond the epistolary bounds. One, 
however, I must notice, where Imogen says to 
Pisanio, 

^ I see before me, mail, nor here, nor here^ 
Nor what ensues ; but they've a fog in tbem 
I cannot look thro'." 



It is impossible to make sense of that speech, if 
the word btU is retained ; expunge it, and all the 
difficulty vanishes ;— ^yet not one of the editors sug- 
gest the necessity of expunging it. 

From the fac simile of Shakespeare's hand, we 
find it was a very obscure one. Mine is not near- 
ly so obscure, yet I have experimentally found in- 
terpolation, omission, and misreading, so perpetual 
with transcribers and printers, that it amazes me 
to find so much needless scruple amongst Shakes- 
peare's editors, about imputing to them the muclb 
nonsense they have made in those glorious com- 
positions. 

^ I see before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what ensnes ; they have a fog in them 
That I cannot look thro*. Away, I pr'ythee. 
Do as I bid thee, there's no more to say; 
Accessible is none, bat Milford way." 
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Far from thinking this passage '^ remaricable for 
nothing so much as for unnatural stifiness of 
phrase/' it ever delighted m^^ by expressing that 
charming impatience of affection, too warm and 
generous to ][>e appalled by difficulty or dang^. 
There is a gay spirit of hope in the last Uoq. 
I have applied it on many of those occurrences, 
>vhere prudence coldly sought to oppose the die* 
tates of disinterested attachment : 

'' 'Accessible is uone bat Mitfor^l way." 

It is curious that Shakespeare should, in so 
singular a character as Oloteii, have given the ex- 
act prototype of a being whom I once knew; 

# • ■ * 

The unmeaning frown of the countenance; the 
shuffling gait ; the burst of voice ; the bustling in- 
significance ; the fever and ague fits of valour; 

■ 

the froward tetchiness ; the unprincipled malice ; 
and, what is most curious, those occasional gleams 
of good sense, amidst the floating clou4s of folly 
which generally darkened and confused the man's 
brain ; and which, in the character of Cloten, we 
are apt to impute to a violation of unity in charac- 
ter; but in the some time Captain C ^n, I 

saw that the portrait of Cloten was not out of 
nature. 

T wonder that none of Shakespeare's annotatora 



LITTEB LXVill. 247 

have olMrred diat Cloten is made to speak of 
Imogen, widi that high and peculiar species of 
praise, which Ferdinand addresses to Miranda; 
bu^ with characteristic fidelity^ it is given by 
Cloten in all his uncouth obscurity of concep? 
tioo: 



^ I love and hate her, for she's fair, and royal. 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than any lady, winning from each one 
The best she hath^ and she of all compounded 
Ootsells them all" 



From the lip of the elegant Ferdinand, the same 
idea meets our ear, in consiunmate beauty and 
clearness of expression : 



.« For several vii'tues 



Have I lik'd several women, never any 
With so fhll sonly but some defect m her 
Pid quarrel ynXix the noblest grace she owa'd, 
And put it \o the foil — ^bnt you 1 O, you ! 
Sfi perfect, and so peerless, arc created 
Of every creature's best." 

■ 

In the arrangement, tl^e readings, the notes on 
Lear, every suggestion of yours meets my perfect 
concurrence. Hereafter I shall not like to read 
that play or Cymbeline in any other edition. 
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Ad emendation on t)ne of the pas6age3 in Mac- 
beth long ago struck me^ virhich I have not seen in 
any of the editions, or by nay of the critics.: 

■ ** Now witchcraft celebrates 



Pale Hecate's offerings — and wither*!! murder," &c« 

Some of them suggest withering instead of wir 
thered, but neither of the epithets are happy. 
Withered has no meaning, and withering is not 
well applied, because it expresses a slow instead 
of a violent mode of destruction. It is no cus- 
tom of Shakespeare's to give us merely niake- 
weight epithets. The passage is more forcible, 
more in his manner, without any epithet for mur- 
der, which certainly wants none, possessing in 
itself enough of horror. I believe the d in «rt- 
thered to be another interpolation. Remove it^ 
and disjoin the two syllables, and we have a 
grander picture by the association of witchcraft 
and murder; which association his late supema- 
tui*al salutations, that had suggested his present 
bloody design, naturally created in his mind : 



-<< Now witchcraft celebrates 



Bde Hecate's offerings ; and with her, Harder, 
Alaram'd by his centinel, the wolf, 
Whose howl's his watch," &g. 
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I cannot close thb long efiaile, without assur- 
ing yoQi that I think myself honoured by your 
considering^ as a valuable privilege, the request I 
made to Mr Tighe some years ago, that he would 
communicate to you any* compositions of mine 
which he might have in his possession. 

With high esteem, and awakened sense of obli- 
gatioD, I remain, dear Sir, &c. 
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Mr Saville. 

Buxton, June 10, 1793* 

Hebe I am, amiable friend, somewhat amend* 
«d io health, from my safe and pleasant journey 
Udier, gilded by the summer sun; but, after it 
had dione during a fortnight upon this steril re^ 
gion, unfortunately for me, the weather has been 
of wintry coldness, with frequent rains and sullen 
shrouding clouds every ensuing day. Such wea- 
ther I have long found inimical to my oppressed 
respiration, and was not without apprehension, 
that bathing would increase that malady. Thank 
God i do not find it so. 
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Lovely engaging Mrs Sedl^, of whose attfac* 
tions qnd virtues I kad beard so mucb^ b beneath 
this roof^ with her blooming friend^ our old ac- 
quaintance, Miss Greaves. Instantly on my ar- 
rival, I received from them the most polite and 
kind attentions. Mrs Sedley^s very indifferent 
state of health obliges her to live in private. 
Her apai'tments are very spacious and elegant. 
She invited me to drink tea and sup with her the 
first evening. '^Fhus was I '^ a stranger, and she 
took me in." We are perpetually together. She 
has introduced me to all her acquaintance. We 
visit together, and I accompany her on heir morn- 
ing airings upon these wild hills. Necessary to 
her health, they are taken in defiance of the fre- 
quent storms. Short emanations of sunshine often 
pierce through the floating and gloomy clouds, 
which shroud the mountain- tops, and produce 
upon their vast and swelling bosoms, those gleam^* 
ing lights and sweeping shadows, which are infi- 
nitely picturesque, and unknown, in any thing like 
the same degree, to flatter, and more cultivated 
scenes. 

The horizon so inauspicious, I should want ex- 
ercise extremely, but for the delightful, conve- 
nient, and beauteous arcade. It is formed by pil- 
lars, open on one side ; encircles the horns of the 
Crescont, and curves round its concave. This 



LETTER LXIX. £51 

lame Crescent appears to me the last result of 
■rchitectural skill ; while, from the amber hue of 
the Derbyshire stone, it has a mellowness and 
glow Tery superior to the glaring whiteness of the 
Bath buildings. It rivals, in beauty of propor- 
tion, the golden-tinted palace of Chatsworth, it- 
sdf as golden, and, in lightness and grace, our 
own dear cathedral, though totally different in 
form to both, as you well know : 



-** Not a frieze 



Or moulded p^dimenty but in its parts 
CkdmB kindred with the whole, for ornament 
Is here the ofispring of necessity, 
Not the vain flourish of unmeaning art.'* 



Its apartments have the spaciousness and elegance 
of the seats of men of fortune. Two large hotels 
form the terminating projections. The ball-room 
is in one of them, and the most complete for its 
size I ever beheld. The centre houses are private 
lodgings, whose inhabitants eat at the hotels ; ex- 
cept, indeed, a considerable nimiber, who, from 
their wealth and rank, think it fine to be unsocial, 
and have their meals sent from the hotels, to be 
eat in aristocratic loneliness and state. That op* 
portunity, which such an accession of commo* 
dious apartments affords to haughty seclusion. 
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makes the mind lose, on the social mart^ as modi 
as the body gains on the side of comfort. Con- 
venient opportunities for retirement break the 
mass of company into small parties, that used to 
combine together, by cheerful and general asaoCH 
4ition, against the long-existing inconvenience of 
crowded, gloomy, and sullied rooms, and the slut- 
tbh plenty of their clattering board. Little now 
prevails of that universal familiarity, Mrhich ea^ 
abled us to contemplate and discriminate gr^t va^ 
riety of character. 

I have a charmmg apartment in the centre 
house of the Crescent, and take ray meals at St 
Anne's Hotel, whose board is extremely welT sup- 
plied. 

Plantations have much softened the surround* 
ing sterility ; and, upon the green bosom of e 
round hill, that fronts this sunny-tinctured Cre* 
scent, the eye reposes with benefit and pleasure. 

On Saturday I accompanied Mrs Sedley and 
Miss Greaves to the private parlour of a Mr and 
Mrs Wilkinson. We were entertained by a pro* 
teg6e of theirs — a Miss Stedman ; a miracle of 
skill on the forte-piano and harpsichord. She is a 
little, pale, insignificant-lookmg girl, marked, even 
to seams, by the smallpox. From the light slen- 
demess of her figure, and the childish smallnessof 
a very white hand, she looks not more than six- 
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teei^ though she is twenty-two. About four 
jeaxB ago, sh^ had the misfortune to perceive a. 
growing, deafness, whose progress the most ap* 
proved aurists have vainly endeavoured to arrest. 
What pity if it should ever become total. Al- 
ready she hears nothing that is said in mixed com- 
pany. Astonishing that the great degree of it 
the feds, has not robbed her of the power of 
touching her instrument with matchless delicacy 
and expression, amidst the lightnii^ rapidity of 
her execution, and the luxuriant grace of her taste ; 
amidst cadences assuredly extempore, because al- 
ways varied. From the most powerful fortissi-* 
TOO, she melts away her passages in those grada- 
tory shades of softness, which enable them to 
find their way to the heart. Your friend, Mr 
Holride, and some other gentlemen, met us there. 
All musical amateurs, they were all enchanted by 
this syren, who not only plays thus divinely, but 
sings with equal skill — perfectly in tune, and with 
the most touching expression, in a thin, weak, 
diough sweet voice, ^* that,'^ as Ossian says of the 
spirit of the night, *' comes, with its low tones, 
to mdt and please the soul, like a gilded mist 
rising from the lake, that steals on the silent vale, 
and fills the young flowers with dew." 

Mr Holride inquired after you with friendly 
solicitude, and told the whole company he had 
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never felt ^foal pleasure from sUiy mat's nn^ii^ 
as hoot yours, owing to the vuiecl and perfect ex- 
pression which your sensibility and pontic taste 
gave to yoiir songs. 

Boston is by no means considered as fiill ; and 
at present chiefly peopled with invalids. It is 
not the less agreeable to me for not beii^ crowd- 
ed. I am too unwell not to feel th^ sitting 
down to dinner with thirty-five stnfngers suffi- 
ciently fcMinidable^ — though I receive veiy obl%- 
ii^ attentions from those of the company whos6 
civilities are most flattering. 

It rc^ices me that you have been so tolerably 
well since I left the blooming precincts that bosf^ 
ofjfou as their inhabitant : 



^ ThinU, whose artful notes so oft delayed 
Tlie Irnddbng brook to hear his madngaly 
And sweetetfd eteiy moBk-rose of the Me?* 



■■■•»«• 
• . t ■ ' • • ^ • 
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Mrs Adey, of Aylsham, Norfolk. 

Buxton, June 14, 1793. 

I AM invoking the Naiads of these warm soft 
springs^ to wash awdy the dreg.s of that obscure 
and long disea^, which, assuming various forms, 
has oppressed me since the birth-day of this year. 
There was reason to hope^ that bathing and drink* 
ing the waters would have been of great use ; but, 
lo ! a violent cold now shivers through my veins. 
Tlie weather is perverse* After a long drought, 
and cloudless horizon, no sooner came luckless I, 
than loud and keen blew the north, and rainy 
clouds drew their dark trains over the mountains. 
If this hoarse soreness on my lungs should settle 
into one of my fierce hereditary coughs, the pro- 
spect of the north-coast will vanish from my pur- 
posesy and I shall sluink back home to quiet and 
domestic nursing. 

Though, as yet, the young gay crowds do not 
swarm through our golden Crescent, hitherto have 
my hours passed pleasantly in musical paities, 
and in little conversations of. intelligence and in* 
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terest. I am under the same roof with amiable 
and lovely Mrs Sedley, and dear Mrs Greaves^ of 
our little city. Except the latter, I did not, on 
my first arrival, personally know a single being of 
those various groups that inhabit the Crescent, or 
resort to it in preference to the less splendid dwel- 
lings of olden Time. My next favourite after 
sweet Mrs Sedley, amoi^ these stranger tribes, is 
Lady Clarke, from the environs of Edinburgh. 
She is here with her laughtor-loving husband, 
who very shrewdly knows life and manners, and 
the rudiments of many sciences ; who [days alow 
Scotch airs on the violin with the skill of a pro- 
fessor, and the pathos of a lover. Sir John Clarke 
seems to idolize his lady, who is still very hand- 
some, though no longer a girl. Her figure verges 
to en bon point ; but her step, her air, her ad- 
dress, are spirited and graceful ; and her conver* 
aation is fi-ank, interesting, and gay. Her apart* 
ments attract the ingenious and polite of both 
sexes ; and if her parties are not large, they are 
select* 

And Miss Delabere, the ei^aging sister of my 
beloved Mrs jGranville, I was del^hted to find 
here. Though personally strangers, we knew 
much of each other. Fast-fading health was the 
motive of her journey. The' paleness of her 
cheek, the languor or her step, ar^ rendered 
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pleaamg by that pensive sweetness of smile^ that 
toucbii^ softness of voice, which are often more 
conciliating than even the warm glow of indepen- 
dent health, and render even defect lovely. 

Sir John E 's daughters were, on my first 

arrival, the belles of the scene. The eldest is 
strikingly handsome, mih an air of dignity and 
fashion, and, as she passes, irresistibly attracts the 
eye. I had no acquaintance with these nymphs, 
nor desired it. They have an assured and repul- 
sive haughtiness of look and step, which, though 
not incompatible with grace, destroys all its in- 
terest. — 

** The to88 of quality, and high-bred fleer." 

They soon left us ; and to their clainii of hand* 
somest, amid a dearth of beauty, succeeded the 

two Miss C -s, accompanying their portly, 

handsome, though gouty, father ; a very shy coun* 
try gentleman, who says little, and has but one 
theme, viz. the hereditary powers and beauties of 
hom-catde. His second daughter is most ad* 
mired; tall and well-shaped; a brunette com- 
jdexion, of high bloom ; dark large round eyes ; 
die full lips and aquiline nose of the Caesarian 
medals. Her siste^ has the same features, upon 
a less scale ; but ball neither the height nor bloom 

VOL. III. R 
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of the yoanger^ who possesses a most uncomimoii 
talent for mechanics. She builds little coaches^ 
chaises^ and phaetons, which are said to be per- 
fect models ; and has no assistance in making the 
wheels, the windows, or any other part* These 
young ladies are unaffected ; but neither in their: 
persons, their countenance^ or manner, is there 
an atom of grace or expression; and they ex* 
tremely want that obliging vivacity, which is.nt 
once so. natural aitd so lovely in ybuth» 

When I left h9ine, Mrs Cobb was in somewhat 
better health, and her intellects clearer than they, 
had been some time. Miss Adey is in robust 
vigour of fi-ame, and has every prospect of lon- 
gevity ; but there is no rational dependence upon 
these vital perspectives. 

This is my native country, and I gaze, with . 
t|irills of filial tenderness, even on these wild and 
barren hills. Tell your beloved Mr Adey, that I 
purpose going next week to Eyam, the village of 
my birth, the home of my early infancy ; igad mhSr. 
ther I often used to accompany my father, on -his 
summer i;esidence.s there. I cannot resist Uie de- 
sire of indulging thi^ mournful luxury, in a scene 
which bears such striking traces of the dear and 
for ever lost. There is more scenic beauty and 
cpltivated umbrage round Eyam than amidst those 
naked and monotonous lyiountains. 
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Mr Adey's affectionate heart feels the force 
•f local impressions on every seldom visit to his 
native Lichfield^ and will sympathize with me in 
the sensations that induce this little excursion. 

I congratulate you on the public viitue of your 
favourite friend, Mr Windham. His talents have 
been loi^ distinguished ; and he has now proved 
his patriotism sincere, by preferring the welfare 
of his country to private friendship, and party in-^ 
fluence. Adieu ! 
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.Mr Savjlle. 

Buxton, June 15, 1793, 

Ah ! dear friend, it was indeed, in double sense, 
a malignant fever that, in the prime of youthful 
manhood, of athletic strength, and florid health, 
tore young Fern from his family. I am sorry for 
-diem all; but I grieve and iregret, twenty times 
a-day, this heavy affliction to his affectionate 
sister. 

, The plan of soon living quietly and cheerfully 
with him^ emancipated from the despotism of an 
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austere father, and from the pernicious influ^ce 
of a stepmother's art, was the day-dream of her 
hopes ; but, alas ! 

^ This snmiy island of her stormy main, — 
This speck of azure in her dbudy sky,** 

is Tanished, and the long irksomeness of her situar 
tion rises again in prospect for the future, without 
any distinct termination. 

Often, amid the gleam of a watery sundiine, I 
steal out alone into the grove and gardens belong- 
ing to the Old Hall, now seldom frequented, though, 
till of late years, the mall of Buxton. It is there 
that my meditations are uninterrupted ; that I may 

devote them '^ to the days of other years.'' Just- 

• 

ly does the dear old. Bard of the north .observej^ 
that their recollection is ** like the calm dew of 
. the morning, on the green hill, when the sun is 
faint on its side, and the lake is settled and blue 
in the vale." It is there that the inoAges of my 
father, my Honora, her since unfortunate Andr6, 
his pleasing sisters, and yourself, rise, like an ex- 
halation, in my memory. .Again do I seem sur- 
rounded by that happy party, as in the long^va- 
nished period which formed the ill-starred love 
of Andr6 and Honora. There it is, that tender 
sighs and starting tears pay, in mournful luxury, 
the tribute of remembrance. 
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Another of these deserted walks looks upon a 
field, which extremely resembles one of my Eyam 
hauntsy where I strayed so often with my dear fa- 
ther. It slopes down the hill that rises above 
that garden; it is dotted over with patches of 
lime^ fenced with stone-walls, and an even row of 
dark and stragglii^ fir-trees, just like that steeply- 
doping field at Eyam, which leads to the brow 
of those high and vast rocks that form the Sal"* 
vatorial dale of Middleton ; but this resem- 
bling scene at Buxton has no such sublime ter^ 
mination. 

I purpose, in a day or two, to pass over these 
mountains, which, in a succession of twelve miles, 
divide diis place from my native Eyam.— I must 
behcdd it once more. 

Yesterchy, in Lady Clerk^s apartment, I found 
myself amidst a constellation of Scotish talents : 
Sir Adam Fergusson, whose fine person and ex- 
pressive countenance have so much serious and 
manly grace ; Baron Gordon, whose cultured 
mind and polite manners are shaded over by the 
mellowed impressions of an ever-present regret 
for the death of an adored wife ; whose voice, in 
speaking, wholly exempt from the accent of his 
country, this bosom woe renders touching as the 
tones of an iEolian harp : Mr Stuart Monteith, 
a venerable seer of fortune and family, with a 
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countenance beaming with philanthropy, and an 
ever-open treasury of anecdote and knowledge : — 

*^ Right glad of heart, tliongh homely of array. 
His msset beard, and locks of silver gray, 
That down his bending shouMers loosely hang." 

With tfiese were the shy Mr Sommerville, who 
seldom speaks but on paper, and there, I am told, 
he speaks well; Sir John Clerk, with a broad 
Scotish brogue, and an high feminine tone of voice, . 
makes odd cadences in speaking ; but his smile is 
festive, and arch ; shrewd comic humour streams 
from' his little laughing eyes ; and he is genuine- 
ly good-natured, though somewhat tenacious and 
imperative in argument. He doats upon his 
lovely lady; and when narrating circumstances, 
yfiih which she must be familiar, his eyes invo- 
luntarily fix on her face, as he were informing 
her rather than the company. However strict po- 
liteness may militate against this habit, it pleases 
me as a proof of true attachment. 

That being of true integrity — that prodigy of 
self-cultivated genius, Newton, the minstrel of my 
native mountains, walks over them from Tides- 
well, his humble home, to pass the day with me 
to-morrow. To preclude wonder and comments 
upon my attentions to such an apparent rustic at 
the public table, I have shewn- two charmiiig 
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litde!poein8xof:his, i/vhich fire deservedly admired 
by. every, body here. Expecting a letter from 
you on Monday, I will not finish this till I re- 
.ceive iti. 

Tuesday Moruj June 18^ 

I am very sorry you were so unwell when yoU 
wrote to me on Saturday. Surely it was only one 
of those transient indispositions, which, after so 
loi^ an iUness, convalescence must expect. Do 
not delary your journey to Weymouth. May our 
mercifiil Creator give salubrious powers to the wa- 
ters of his ocean, when they encircle my friend. 

The wintry storms of Stinday morning detain- 
ed my minstrel at home, in deceived hopes of the 
fairer hbiu^, sa diat he did not arrive till one. No-^ 
diing could be more flattering to me and to him, 
Aan the reception he met with from the company 
at St Anne'd. They were generous enough not to 
suffer his plain appeai-ance, his nnpowdered and 
drenched locks, and provincial accent, to chill 
the civilities afrd respect which they shewed him. 
When I took him to the public table at the ho- 
tel, I particularly presented him to Sir John and 
Lady Clerk,- the Baron, &c. They conversed 
with him ; they praised his verses. Lady Clerk 
desired Mr Newton and myself would drink tea 
in her parlour. We had previously engaged out* 
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selves to Mrs Sedley ; but we went to Sir Joha 
and his. Lady at seven^ and staid with them till 
the supper*bell rung ; when, contrary to all our 
entreaties, he would not stay till next morning. 
Business obliged him to encounter a walk of 
such fatiguing length. The storms stiU roared 
and wept beneath the mantle of night ; but be is 
used to these wintry walks. Sir John and he 
talked much of mechanics, and Lady Clerk' con- 
versed, with him about Sterne's writings, of which. 
she is an admirer; and he. recalled to her recol- 
lection a number of ^ose fine characteristic lifo* 
strokes, which delineate dear Uncle Toby and the 
sub-acid philosopher, his brother* £yery body 
was pleased with the mingled genius and modes- 
ty with which he delivered his requested senti- 
ments and opinion*:. 

. 1 have the pleasure, of finding two pleasii^ kt« 
dies of Yorkshire, with whom I was acquainted 
on my former visits in that country, my nei|^ 
bours. Miss Broadly and Miss Collins. 

This letter will be directed to Bath. May it 
be opened in that city with an healthy hand, and 
perused with an unsaddened heart ; but do not 
linger there one unnecessary hour. The sea! 
the sea [• 



'* To brace those nerves again, and cheer that heart. 
And many 1 gladMwie day and bohny n^ impart.'* 
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Mr Saville. 

Buxton^ June 22, 1793. 

Doubly welcome was your letter, my ever estim- 
able fnend ; — the last left friend and companion of 
my youth, at least with whom I can have fr^uent 
association ; — ^first was your letter welcome, by im- 
parting a safe anival on the ocean's edge ; and next^ 
for its ingenious critical disquisition. Nothing, 
can be more just than your discrimination between 
a ridiculous improbability, and an animated hy- 
perbole. 

Our fears for the existence of * Mr Seward, hap* 
pfly prove vain. He is here in perfect health. It 
was my good fortune to procure him a seat next 
ine at dinner — where he pours out streams of wit, 
rapid and incessant as that of Congreve himself—- 
but he is the very Poco Curante of Voltaire. His 
sarcastic imagination has blunted his sensibilities 
to excellence ; so that, with all his learning and 

* lids gentleman is mentioned in Mr Bogwell's life of Dr 
MamaOf m bciiif often io U» pax^a^-^S, 
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knowledge, which are considerable ; with all his 
wity which is dazzling ; he is the last man whose 
opinion should be taken concerning a work of 
genius. 

The world has whimsically nicknamed this 
gentleman, it call^ him SuwaCrd, — ^what is more 
odd, he chooses it should do so. His ear must be 
a bitter bad one, to prefer the harsh corruption of 
our name to its true sound— Suward to Seward ! 
. Within these few days, a group of quakers^ from 
Dublin, appeared at St Anne's. They introduced 
themselves to me, as connected with Mrs Knowles, 
by the bands of distant consanguinity, and nearer 
friendship. They are all social, friendly, and well- 
informed ; and two of them have shining talents : 
Miss Strangman, who is from Leake, and met 
them here ; and the blooming Hibernian, Miss 
Forbes. The first of these twain Writes elegant ver- 
ses, and the other has a brilliant and creative pen- 
cil. Miss Forbes is young, and' ** jocund as the 
month of May." She is rather tall and well shap- 
ed, pleasing eyes, fine teeth, an open countenance^ 
a smile, intelligent from the accompanying expres- 
sion of the eye, and sportive by the power of two 
bewitching dimples. Balance e contra— face a lit^ 
tie too broad, a chin a little two square, and a 
mouth that will be nut-cracks at 60, though its 
roses and its pearls now reader it charming. She 
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fows diat I draw askl paint well, because she says 
dMre 18 so much picture in my poems, — and lo ! 
Sir Ardiibald Grant asserts to every body, that I 
pl^ and sing divinely, while the people who hear 
Uoi BMj 80, plead my tone of voice in speaking, 
against my disavowal. See how much kinder to 
ae than dame Nature, are my new friends on the 
score of talents ! 

Dear Mrs Sedley is sadly out of health. She 
was so ill yesterday, that Dr Denman advises her 
leaving Buxton immediately ; so we lose her to- 
morrow, and th^ scene to me will then be depriv- 
ed of its first charm. I go to Eyam to-morrow — 
ah! it is thus that the yearning heart incurs volun- 
iary pain ! 

Monday^ Jtme 24. 
I will not attefmpt a minute description of yes- 
terday^s sensations; the feeling heart of my friend 
will conceive them ; the increasing throb, ^^ the 
strengthening thritb of melaacholy pain,'' as I drew 
nearer and nearer to Ae parental scene« Though 
the air had the sharpness of March, the son shone 
dear and hri^t. Ito rays played on the vast rocks 
qf tkat known * dale^ whidi must be passed from 




IGiAekHi Dale, ihpasliit Ms^pto 
aa fe M^ SBMB^ the dift abote^^^* 
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Eyam to every surrounding hamlet dr villa. I 
could not restrain the gushing tears, tbrou^ al* 
most the whole of the five hours I passed in that 
dear village. Its inhabitants flocked about me, 
and lamented afresh my dearest father^s loss to 
them,— he who had been their benevolent rector 
forty years : they expressed the most affectionate joy 
to see me ; honest, grateful creatures, they rung 
three peals to welcome me ; and I departed in the 
evening, amidst their warm benedictions. Oh ! 
every face, every voice recalled, with redoubled 
force, my lost father. — And the sight of the deso- 
late rectory ! — I did not enter it,— I could not ; 
but I lingered in the churchyard, weeping bitterly 
as I gazed on the walls, tlie windows, the ne* 
glected garden, which, in despite of their altered 
appearance, yet strongly bear the stamp and magic 
of their vanished possessor, who loved me with so 
much passionate tendemei^. 

It was eleven o'clock ere I got back to Buxton; 
the night dark and rainy. So that drear was my 
returning transit over those steep and stormy 
mountains, v . 

A pleasing surprise this morning — ^the sight of 
my old friend, MrSneyd, of Belmont, walking id 
the Crescent. The pleasure of this encounter was 
mutual, if I may judge from the gladness of his 
voice and eye. He is a very pleasing and a voy 
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amiable beii^.'^ — Strange was the news he told me 
from liclifield, and which he had himself heard at 

Derby. It induced me to exclaim, " Can F 

die ^ Shakespeare, you know, makes Cleopatra 
ask that question of Anthony, when he tells her 
of the death of Fulvia— '' Can Fulvia die r If 
Mr Sneyd's information was veritable, the event 
will scarce inspire a living creature, except his 
daughter, Mrs L., with more regret than the bright 
Egyptian felt for the death of her rival ; though 
the exultation she experienced will probably be 
confined to messieurs the proctors. 

^ So perish all, whose breasts ne'er learnt to glow, 
For otheis good, or melt at others woe.** 



I 
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Mr Saville. 



Scarborough, Jultf 18, 1793. 

An air of languid health pervades your last let- 
ter^ but I hope it is only the effect of that horizon 
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svhich glares sultry on the warm coast of Wey- 
mouth. We find no annoying heats on this nor^ 
them shore. The dog-star never rages here* 

My journey was safe and pleasant. Hiey told 
me, at Buxton, that I must sleep at Doncaster; 
but I. thought it hard if I could not make a yet 
farther stretch in the long summer's day ; though 
from Buxtqn, till we had passed the! eaat moor, - 

^^ The high wild hills, and ro«gh laieven ways, . . 
Doubled our miles, and made tUem wearisome.*' 



After gliding through that rich, romantic, and 
lovely country, which extends from thence to D<)n- 
caster, we found ourselves on a dead flat of 90 
miles length ; barren, dreary, brown, and overrun 
with thistles. Our road lies on the banks of a tid&> 
river ; which being out, its pale waters slept in their 
channel, between the broad and slimy levels. Thus 
we travel to Booth-ferry ; nor, on crossing it, find 
any other imp»ovement of scene, besides quittii^ 
the sluggish river, till within six miles of dear Wes- 
tella. It is then that, from the summit of a gently 
hill, a striking contrast of luxuriant scenery lies 
beneath. The whole country seems an extended 
range of pleasure-grounds, so richly has it been 
cultivated and adorned by mercantile opulence. 
Its villas, thickly sown, vie in elegance with the 
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seats of our nobility^ and adorn the lovely villages 
of Welton, Feriby, and Westella; behind them 
rolls the magnificent Humber, three miles broad. 
It seems to lie upon the tops of the dark and 
ample woods^ that intervene between the village 
of Welton and its banks. In that village lives my 
dear old friend Mrs Collins. She is a second 
Mrs Jackson, in the vigour and cultivation of her 
mind ; and her sensibilities have lost none of their 
innate glow, after the wear and tear of near seventy 
years. Her reception of me had the most affec* 
tionate gladness. By setting out very early froni 
Thom^ I reached Welton by eleven, and passed the 
.Temainder <>f that fine summer's day amidst the 
loveliest scenery imaginable ; for her neat, cooh 
venient, 9ad pleasant little mansion, curtained with 
woodbinea and roses, is surrounded by the Area* 
dian walk», woods, and lawns, of her wealthy 
neighbours, to which she has constant acce'ss. 

In the evening I proceeded through the four 
vranaining miles of ornamented country which 
lead to Westella, from whose ever-hospitabl^ 
mansion my pen has often addressed you in the 
smnmer years of my life. I found dear Mr 
Sykes at the gate of his paradise, impatient for 
my arrival, and receiving me with that polite, yet 
warm affection, which mark his character, and 
which time has nothing tarnished. By his sidt 
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stood the pride of his age, his graceful daughter, 
my pupil during several weeksi when she was in 
her thirteenth year* Her shape^ her air, her 
figure, her manners, her species of mmd and un- 
derstanding, resemble my lost Honora, thoo^ 
without any likeness of complexion or feature. 
Judge how a similarity must interest and delight 
me, so much to be desired for the daughter of my 
friends ; for her, whose pure mind, in that ^* ambi- 
guous period," I had endeavoured to inspire with a 
love of genius, at once awakened and discriminat- 
ing, and with a g^ierous disdain of every feeling 
which debases the heart of woman. * 

Her excellent mother is recovering from a long 
and dai^erous illness — but even more interestii^ 
and graceful from beneath its languors, and die 
venerable mellowness of far advanced life. Tears 
of pleasure mutually witnessed the affection of 
our first embrace, after an absence of so mimy 
years. She was surrounded by her daughter-in- 
law, 'Mrs Richard Sykes, and her childroi ; their 
father is in Derbyshire. The choice of his ever- 
ardent heart seems formed to make him happy. 
The cheerful sweetness and mildness of her dis- 
position will temper and assuage the warm im- 
petuosity of his spirit. She is amiable enough to 
love me for the very circumstance which would 
repel every idea of partial predilection in a less 
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generous rnincl^ — ^for having involunlarily engros- 
sed the first tribute of that youthful heart, whose 
more diaceming and mature affections are all her 
own. 

The third and fourth sons of this prosperous 
house, are also both mai-ried, to sweet little wo- 
men, and live near Westella. The tyrant of the 
tomb has made fewer depredations in this family, 
than generally mark his progress during the elapse 
of. sixteen years. One lovely youth, the second 
of ihese fair branches, has been his only victim 
since that period iii which those whose infants 
now play round the knees of my venerable friends, 
were almost children themselves. 

Westella, always pretty, is much expanded, and, 
by the growth of its plantations, so shadowed and 
adorned, as to be quite a iiiie scene, resembling 
Lord Vernon's in its walks and extent of lawn^ 
with die vast advantage of the majestic Humber 
in front. 

The party who allured liie to this celebrated 
coast, and by whom I was met with tlie kindest 
welcome, would fender a desert agreeable ; and 
for me there is a solemn charrti in marine scenery, 
more touching than even the Edenic combina* 
tidu of inland landscape. I felt the thrills of de- 
light, approaching it after so long an absence; 
Ah! .how many churlish winters, and laughing 
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springs, how many events, and| alas ! how many 
deprivations have I known since last these eyes ^ 
beheld '* the billowy and the boundless main/' 
or my soothed ear listened to its hollow mur- 
murs. 

I have almost lost my cough — ^the balmy waters 
of Buxton prevented its usual * inveteracy, and 
change of air and travelling nearly banished it. 

It is with great concern that I perceive dear 
Mr Dewes thinks himself in a deep decline. We 
all flatter ourselves that he is mistaken, obstinate 
as is that evening-fever, which, in despite of 
good meals, and tolerable nights, wastes his al- 
ways slender frame, and consumes his strength; 
but I hope every thing on his account from the 
€iea-breezes, so potent to dispel hectics. Mr 
Dewes is one of those beings vnih which this 
world of ours does not profusely teem, and who 
cannot pass away from its orb without grieving 
many hearts, and darkening many comforts. 
Ah, Giovanni ! — ^last-l^ft friend of my early 
youth, it is not long since I suffered for you the 
sad extreme of that apprehended passing-away. 
Heaven, in its mercy, has dissipated the dread. 
The devout gratitude my heart feels on the occar 
sion, ia a more certain test of my true friendship, 
than even all the other trials it has so firmly stood. 
Adieu! 
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Mb Newton, the Peak Minstrel. 

Scarborough, July 2,1, 1793* 

Mt worthy friend's request to hear from me, 
Irfaile I remained on this coast, must not be ne- 
l^eeted. It was on Bridlington Quay only that I 
ev^ before saw the ocean. This beach has more 
picturesque and varied objects, with its silver 
sands covered with smart people, and with equi- 
pages, its slanting town, and castle-crowned clifF, 
and the countless sails on its glassy bosom ; — ^yet, 
as I observed to you at Buxton, it was the request 
of friendship, and die attraction of a society ever 
interestiiq^, which prevailed over my design of en- 
joying diat retirement I can so seldom obtain 
upon the less-frequented coast of Bridlington, 
where I could often have wandered, contemplative 
and alone, upon ** the damp and shelly shore/' 

The party I have joined makes Scarborough 
pleasing to more than my sight, else I do not 
violently love these very crowded public places. 
The cold-hearted increase of that silly pride, 
which prevents general intercourse, makes them 
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every year less and less interesting. At best, so- 
ciety without friendship is but a barter of cere^ 
mony ; and even friendly intercourse, such as I 
now enjoy, is so {>erpetuaUy interrupted in resi- 
dences like these, that the hungiy spirit only tastes^ 
it does not feed. The duties and claino^, and the 
nominal amusements of such residences, dismiss, 
like Sancho Panca*s physician, the banquet, and 
avidity catches at illusion. 

On Friday evening I beheld a scene, whose 
fnaritime beauty, of the platid kind, wfis qoosuiii- 
mate. After the long duration of oUr wanm mi 
glowing sky, it that night prognosticated a chai^ 
of weather. The gloomy clouds that floaty 
through, a part of the horizon, darkened the aur- 
face of the vast ocean, while the sun was settii^ 
gorgeously in the clearer west, and sinking be- 
hind the hill to the right-hatnd of the sea, over 
which the rays, glancing obliquely, ambered the 
rocks, tipt with fire the roofs and chinmies of die 
ascending towti, the turrets of the castle, the masts 
and sails of the ships, scattered profusely, and at 
vai^ious distances, over the deep. This contrast 
formed by its dark surface, and illumined accom- 
paniments, had a novel and striking effect. In 
that instant of gratified vision, my voice, in excla- 
mation, caught the eai' of a gentleman, who, with 
his back towards our party, was leaning over 



the rails of the cliff, in delighted contemplation of 
the scene. Turning hastily, I saw my ingenious 
and amiable townsman, Mr J, Salt, who has late- 
ly studied physic, and taken his degree at Edin- 
bur^. A rencounter thus unexpected, could not 
but be pleasing to us both, so far from our mutual 
home. ^ I r^et that he proceeds thither to-mor- 
row. 

Here is a toilsome cli^ to be descended to the 
sands J — ^it is formed to gratify the eye, but to 
weaiythe limbs, and exhaust, I think perniciously, 
lungs which, like mine, have impeded respiration. 
This is an inconvenience which we escape at Brid- . 
lingtoo. 

The morning ensuing after the scene I have 
just described, arose with loud and tempestuous 
winds. I hoped they would have lashed the 
ocean out of its serene beauty into sublimity yet 
more intercfstuig ; but it only boiled and bubbled 
t silvery effervescence on the green expanse. No 
liif^ conflicting waves. They tell me, however, 
tint if these winds had blown east, instead of 
sondi, we should have seen a prodigious sea, 
which would have sufficiently gratified iny tast^ 
for the terrific. 

To amuse ^he road hither. Miss Sykes lent me 
a German tragedy, which had been vastly extoU 
led^-*-tbe Robbers. Its hero, naturally braye i^nd 
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generous, by extravi^ance, misfortunesy and un- 
bridled passions/ is led into the most attrocioas^ 
crimes. Dark and violent situations in dramatic 
writii^y require blank verse, and this jumble of 
horrors is in prose ; yvhUe the vulgar, and ludi- 
crous language, used by several of the persons^es, 
the scolding violence of the heroine, whom her 
lover declares to be so gentle, and the utter im- 
probability of the events, repressed my sympathy, 
and inclined me rather to laugh than shudder. 
The only striking and grand incident is borrowed 
from the history of the Turks. The Sultan Ma- 
homet, being reproached for an uxorious excess 
of passion for the beautiful Irene, assembles his 
ministers and officers, and leading her. into die 
midst of them, unveils her face and bosom, thisii 
demands which of them could resist or relinquish, 
after possession, such transcendent charms. . They 
all acknowledge the impossibility of doii^ either. 
Upon this the sultan looks furiously arouiid, and, 
twisting her luxuriant tresses round his left arm, 
draws his scymitar, and, at one stroke, severs her 
head from her body, exclaiming, as he held it 
aloft, '^ Who now shall reproach me with the 
want of self-government ?*' 

I purpose being at home early in September. 
There I shall hope to hear from you, and to receive 
some account of the resurrection of diat fine po- 
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litK^ poem of yoiunS) committed, by needless 
*cxxi]de| to purposed oblnrion and actual fire. 
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Mr Saville.' 



Scarborough, Jtdy £4, 1793. 

■ 

I REJOICE that your health continues to re- 
ceive the hoped advantages on that warm and 
aniling coast, whose sheltered seas sleep so se- 
reody* You have described its situation with 
anch ingenious precision, that I seem myself to be 
there. 

Mrs Sykes, too feeble from her late illness to 
encounter the gay hurries of Scarborough, la- 
mented that I had pledged myself to the dear 
party which preceded me there, contrary to my 
first preference of the quieter shore of Bridling- 
ton, whither herself and Miss Sykes would have 
accompanied me. My Calwich and Wellsl^um 
friends leave this place on Monday next. That 
day sevenrnight I have appointed the Westella 
paity to meet me there. 1 please myself with anti- 
cipating the delight I shall feel in their society. 
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LeAy Liff<M^ is a chnnmng woman, verj taH, 
finely ^aped, and gracefiiL Her eyes are beauti- 
fiily her countenance modest, yet noble, with a 
smile of interesting promise as to mind, which 
promise, the gradual didctosures of growing ac- 
quaintance more than fulfil. Of manners easy, 
obliging, unassuming, she neither exacts respect, 
nor seeks admiration, Mrhile her virtues and her 
talents inspire both. My Lord seems a worthy 
and friendly character. It is not to you that I 
need deiscribe Mrs Granville, whose personal graces 
are of a softer kind — ^^ woman, her pretty sdlf;'' 
while the soundest good sense, serenb sweetness, 
and amiable sensibility, engage the love and re- 
spect of all who know her, and fcnrm the hap^ 
piness of his life, whose intelligent mind, genera 
ous, hospitable temper, and manly openness of 
heart and manner^ deserve the possession of a 
woman, whose price, as Solomon justly saya, " b 
far above rubies.'' 

I had promised to accompany these ladies to 
the ball last night, but was entirely incapacitated 
by a fatiguing walk in the morning down die long, 
steep, dirty streets of Scarborough, vridi their 
tainted gales of fishy fume. We went on board 
a large new ship, and I examined, for the first 
time, that important construction of human ii^e- 
uuity. Languid from such an exertion, I found 



myself obliged to renounce the ball; so I sat 
with Mr Dewes and Miss Delabere^ who is also 
invalidy in their charming drawing-room^ which^ 
from the highest part of the clifF, overlooks the 
aea. I felt a solemn pleasure in observing the 
ovettii^ shades gradually glooming its waters. 

Mr and Mrs Wii^eld of Shrewsbury, with 
dieir son and two daughters, sweet engaging 
yomg women, have visited and shewn me the po- 
litest attention. 

Yes, I promise myself great pleasure in devot- 
mgu. couple of boors to an attentive examination 
of York Cathedral on my way home ; that noble,^ 
dial transcend^st, that last result of Gothic skill 
and sacerdotal magnificence. I vnll bear to hear 
you qteak of oinr lovely cathedral as little, btit 
not as mean, in the comparison; as a pheasant 
to an eaglcy as the river Dove to the Humber. 
Adio. 
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LETTER LXXVI. 

Rev. Dr Pabb. . 

Scarborough, July 27, 1793. 

Disease gloomed^ and made long my wintry 
and veraal hours, since I had the honour and de» 
light of conversing with you in Warwickdure. 
Dr Darwin enjoined, that I should go to Buxtoii 
in June, pass some weeks there, and then travel 
onward to the North Coast, for the ben^t of sefr-* 
bathing. Inexpjressibly do I regret this wat^ dia-' 
cipline, whose necessity has deprived me of the 
power to leceive that highly gratifying visit kom 
Dr Parr, die hope of which had been so precious. 
Travelling thus far to obtain the smiles of 
Hygeia, I am ordered to wait upon her naiads on 
the ocean brim, during a period of equal length 
with that on whicli I courted those who adminis- 
ter at her soft fountains in Derbyshire. Having 
promised to pause on my way home with some 
friends of my infancy and youth in Yorkshire, it 
must be the second ^eek in September ere I can 
return to Lichfield. I fear your attention to your 
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pupils will not su£fer me then to enjoy that plea- 
sure of which this reluctant excursion has depriv- 
ed me.N Surely you could not doubt my being 
absent from Lichfield, when you waited in v^in 
for an acknowledgment, so instantly due. May 
I hope to see you during the Chiistmas recess f 
Whenever you shall again extend to me an expec- 
tation thus flattering, I will avoid every interfering 
scheme. 

My health is better than it was in the winter 
and sprii^, though I am still often indisposed. 
My obligations are perhaps more to the warmth 
of flummer for this amendment, than to my liba- 
tioBS from the naiads, and inunersion in their 
waves, (han to the attractions and repulsions of 
stranger intercourse ; or even to the dearer society 
it has afibrded me with long absent friends. When 
the spirit of youth has evaporated, fatigues are not 
easily recompensed to the languid, or broken habits 
to the stationary. Often, on this absence from our 
little city, do I look back with home-sick eyes, to 
my umbrageous retreat beneath its spirbs, espe- 
cially when the swart star glares. 

This gay and busy shore has considerable pic- 
turesque beauty, as perhaps you are visually con- 
scions ; but I regret that its seas have slept since 
my arrival in ftiirror calmness, and would have 
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thanked the nider winds to have lashed them into 
sublimitj. 

The pleasure of Mr Dewes*— of Mr and Mrs 
Grenville^Sy and Miss Delabere's society^ allured 
ine hither from my purposed residence, on the 
more retired coast of Bridlipgton, 90 miles from 
hence. Amiable Lord and Lady Li£ford are of 
their party. My daily visits to them have consti-f 
tuted the chief, though not the sole social charm 
of this bustling scene ; yet alas ! it has been often 
darkened by concern, to see dear Mr Dewes 90 
languid and out of health. We hope and tnis^ 
however, that his complaints are not dangerous. 

That interesting group leave Scarborough on 
Monday, and therefore I have promise^ to meet 
my old friends of this country tha ensuing \veek 
at Bridlington, if lodgings can be procured for us 
there. 

Do you not admire this second Judith, the youi^ 
fair one of Noitnandy, who has slain the bloody 
dictator at Paris, without waiting for his iutoxica- 
tion, or his slumber, to give her courage for the 
blow ? 

Adieu, dear and honoured Sir. — ^I dare assure 
myself, you rejoice that our political horizon is 
cleared of that lurid turbidity with which it scowl- 
ed when we met in Warwickshire.* 
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LETTER LXXVII. 

To Mbs Short. 

Scarborough, July 29, 1793. 

It was only a few days since, and at this place, 
that I heard of the death of dear Mrs Stow*, 
How deeply your affectionate heart has felt the 
pains of this separation, I know from experience, 
and I feel a keen sympathy with those pains, which 
can perhaps result alone from having felt them. 

The long cherished, the long beloved of your 
iteart-'is no more. She falls, ripe fruit, into the 
lap of our general mother,— but you will, I fear, 
perpetually regret her ; and I know, that though 
she gave you not birth, you will often often recal 
her image, and weep that the venerable form is 
now only with you in ideal presence. 

I fear also, that your deeply injured constitution 
will suffer yet farther from this event ; — ^but sweet 
is the consoling consciousness, so plenteously 
yours, of having, during many years, administered 
with unwearied care and tenderness, those com* 

* Mrs Short's in9Uier-hi-iaw« — S, 
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forts to her declining age^ which not only cheered| 
but undoubtedly prolonged its date. 

I think and talk of you frequently, though our 
mutual avocations estrange our pens from each 
other — and never does your idea present itself to 
my mind, unaccompanied- by the warmest wishes 
for the restoration of your health ; — a blessing 
which would extend to the good of many, as well 
as to your own happiness — but your friend, Mr 
Barber, from whom I learnt last week your re- 
cent loss, could not feed the avidity of my spirit 
on that interesting theme. 

It is in pursuit of health that I have travdled 
thus far. The excursion has shown me some en- 
gaging characters, amidst the much larger mass of 
folly, vanity, and pride, which are continually ex- 
hibiting their withering effect upon the social plei^ 
sures. Some of the sweetest of those pleasures, 
tasted since I left home, arose from my renewed 
intercourse with the Westella family, unbdiehl 
through so many years. I passed three delightful 
days on my way hither, where formerly many an 
animated week has, at different periods, speeded 
away. 

Miss Sykes is a very charming woman, elegant 
and graceful in her form and address. By the 
best chosen studies, she has assiduously cultivated 
her naturally fine talents, and her benevolent vir- 



LETTEK LXXYI1. 28? 

tues have the most active energy. In her native 
village, she has established and supports t^'O cha- 
rity schools, to which she constantly attends, like 
a ministering ai^l ; nor can anything exceed the 
sweetness of her filial duties and attentions to her 
admirable parents. I am sure you will be glad to 
hear that the fair and gentle girl, whom you used 
ao kiDcHy to pet and play with, during the time 
die was my pupil, is become so bright a pattern 
of female excellence. 

3f y long-valued friend, Mr Dewes, is here with 
his brother and sister Granville ; but he is lamen- 
tably out of health, nor does his disease yield, as 

, we hoped, to the effects of sea-air. My concern 
on this account has diminished the pleasures I 
should otherwise have enjoyed, in passing a part 
of eveiy day since my arrival with him, and his in- 
finitely i^reeable party. Ah ! Heaven restore Mr 

"Dewes, and comfort you under the regrets of 
deprivation ! 
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LETTER LXXVni. 

Mr Saville. 

Scarborough, July 29, 1793. 

This morning the dear party, vanishing from 
the cliff, dissolved for me the magnetism of Scar- 
borough. I passed almost the vhole of yester- 
day with them. Mr Dewes, inquiring after you, 
most kindly bids me say, that he sincerely rejoices 
in the benefit your health has received from your 
excursion to Weymouth. He does not think 
himself better ; but I trust he is mistaken, O ! 
justly do you say, that we cannot afford to lose 
such men, so thinly sown m this thick-swarming 
world. 

That I am most truly glad of the renovated 
health you have imbibed on the ocean's edge, you 
surely will not doubt ; nor that I sympathise with 
every good that is ordained you, with every joy 
that you feel. I praise you for resisting the sail- 
ing temptations, for not trusting the flattery of the 
summer-seas, which has so often proved fatal 
where the security yfis ho less apparent. 

1 
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Whew&ffiT itbe wind blows from die east at this 
fMiirty however calmly it may breathe on shore, the 
aea mns bigb^ All yesterday it bad a large por^ 
tion of the sublimity I had invoked. About a 
^piarter of a mile down the right-hand sands, a 
somU proBicmtory juts out ; upon ijte topmost bank, 
ihoMl twc^ yards high, the chalybeate springs 
•rise ; and Ifafere also a fort is constructed, with 
fM«rapi0t Jwalls, tf> wihicb we ascend by steps. At 
Ugfap<waler, the sea encircles this promcmtory, and 
lishes its rocks. 

• Liaat night, «t jci^^ht o'clock, as we walked upon 
(be diff, we s^iw the waves of a sublimely agitat- 
ed sea .dashing and ^KMnuiii^ up the sides of the 
tottf tlieir spray flying oyer its parapets. The 
tide.wns then on the turn, and we were tol^, tha^ 
io about an hour, we m^bt walk to the promon- 
tory, by keepong close to the base of the rocks, and 
attain the elevation before the waves had ceased 
toiash-and clamber up its walk. Nobody but 
myself iieing inclined to venture, I went home to 
ttndttas, jesobred to taste, amidst the incumbent 
Cioom of a xeij lowering night, a Kene congenial 
to my taste for the terrible graces. Requestii^ 
the stout arm .of Mr Dewes's servant, I began 
with iiim my sombre expedition. As I passed 
aloi^ the sands, the tide twice left its white surf 
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upon my feet; and the vast curve of those fierce 
waves^ that burst down with deafenmg roar, scarce 
three yards from me^ sufficiently gratiiSed my rage 
for the terrific. 

We found the lower steps of the fort inac- 
cessible, from the waters not having yet receded 
from them ; but^ with some difficulty, climbing 
behind the rocks, I got upon a level with the 
sixth step, and was thus enabled to ascend the 
eminence. By this time, the last gloom of the 
night had fallen, and the white foam of the thun- 
dering waters made their ^* darkness visible." It 
seemed scarce possible that an unconscious ele- 
ment could wear such horrid appearances of living 
rage. Each billow seemed a voraginous mon- 
ster, as it came roaring oi), and dashed itself 
against the repelling vralls. The spray of each 
flashing wave flew over my head, and wet me on 
its descent. The pealing waters, louder than 
thunder, made it impossible for me or the servant 
to hear each other speak. My own maid would 
not venture to accompany me on an expedition of 
such seeming peril. I stood at least half an hour 
on the wild promontory's top, almost totally en- 
circled by the dark and furiotis main. It was half 
past ten when I returned to Lord lifford's, to 
take my leave of the party, and to acknowledge 
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Ae infinitely kind attentions with which they had 
hcHioured me. 

We passed Thursday last in a beautiful, a rich- 
ly umbrageous^ and romantic dale, about seven 
miles from hence; die rival, in picturesque graces, 
of most which adorn the Peak of Derbyshire, 
with only one inferiority, its water. The Vale 
of Hackness boasts only a tolerably broad and 
gurgling brook, which presumptuously assumes 
the name of Darrent. Screened by overhanging 
alders, it winds through the bosom of the glens, 
and is scarce seen, except on its brink ; but, from 
the hills which encircle them. Me see the ocean, 
covered with ships, stretching over the niagnifi-> 
cent woods of Rainsford, that curtain the moun- 
tains with lavish luxuriance. 

Mr Dewes, and Master and Miss Hewit, the 
son and niece of Lord Lifford, and myself, went 
to Hackness in Lord Lifford*s coach ; graceful 
and amiable Lady Lifford, and Mr and Mrs 
Granville, on horseback. The village, ** marked 
widi a little spire,'' nestles deep in the vale: 
near it a small rural inn, for the accommodation 
of the numerous parties which resort from Scar- 
borough, to enjoy a scene of such striking con- 
trast with the uncurtained beach, the monoto- 
nous ocean, and the crowded town, whose red 
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houses nm up the cliffiii and parch in the noontide 
suns. 

At this petit inn we dined in great plenty and 
comfort ; our eggs and bacon, our cold mutton 
and pease, our roast fowl, and our goosebeny- 
pie, acquiring a relidi from the ride, and previous 
ramble in the dale ; relish which seldom seasons 
the viands of a pompous board. 

We drank tea on the shady brim of the stream 
that huddles through a rocky channel^ and with 
its liquid notes, assists the waving alders and tat- 
ler beeches in tempering the heats of the day. 

It was a scene and a society to soothe every 1#^ 
tent discontent of the heart, and, as Milton says 
oi Eden, to *^ chace all sorrow but despair." 

I dine with the Wingfietd pajrty to-day, and ac- 
company them to the ball at night. I went to 
the Friday assembly with Lady Lifford and Mrs 
Granville. The pveseiit fashion of head-drte, 
unless tempered as it was bgr the hand of taste on 
Lady Lifford, Mrs Granville, and Miss Wii^- 
fidd, has an undoing influence upon youth and 

beauty. The Lady L shad disposed their hair 

exactly to resemble the lank straight locks of a me^ 
thodist parson, and wound it round with something 
diey called turban, scarce resembling the Turkish 
head-dress, whioh is very gracefid, and which 
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hsudy Liflbrd*8^ Mr» Granville's^ and Miss Wing- 
fiekKs, as I obderred before in my exception, 
did very much resemble ; the Lady L s look- 
ed like diseased heads bottnd up in towels, lliey 
were extremely unjust to their personal attrac> 
tioQs. People who are of rai^k to lead the fa- 
Aioiis, are either accountable fof the fidse taste 
of ungraceful invention, or for grovelling ac- 
qiliescraice, in followii^ the bad taste of others, 
lady Susan is finely shaped, and dances accurate^ 
ly; but Lady Georgiaua unites to all the skill 
and variety of step, the most joyous and liberal 
grace of the head and arms. 

Wed^sdag, Juhf 3Q. 

O ! Mr Wingfield, calling upon me an hour 
l^o, has communicated very alBicting intelli- 
gence, — the dteath of dearest Mi-s Sedley, aii- 
ilotmped in the Star of to-day. She was de- 
plorably out of health at Buxton— perpetually 
subject to bilious sickness; but as diese com*- 
plaints had been of two years date, as her inter- 
vab of health were inspirited by a vivacity that 
animated everybody, and everything, nobody 
seemed to apprehend her life in danger. Never 
knew I what it was to love a person so tenderly, 
.^n so short an acquaintance ; indeed, never were 
manners more calc^lated to conciliate affectioi^t 
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Fine sense, sweetness of temper, ingenuousness, 
elegance of form, melody of voice, and the most 
benevolent desire of pleasing, combined to form 
their magic. She assured me at our parting of 
her true r^j^rd, and that, expecting, to likje^ she 
found she Urved me ; and then exacted my pro- 
mise of passing some time with her at Natchall, 
when I came into Nottinghamshire, ^las, this 
expanding friendship death blights in its first 
flower ; but, O ! her hushand ! who loved her m 
fondly, as never to have passed one day's ab- 
sence, during a fourteen years wedlock, without 
writing to her ! — how bitter will be his suffer- 
ings! — 

Mr Wingfield tells me more unwelcome news, 
but of trifling moment compared to this, — poor 
Captain Diamond has lost hb prize, wrecked on 
the rocks of Falmouth. 

Mrs Wiugfield is highly interesting and ami- 
able ; and her daughters inherit their mother's 
mild virtues and graces ; but my thoughts, busy 
ip recallmg Mrs Sedley's image, can dwell on no 
other theme. x 

Yoii ^ili soon return to be9uteous Lichfield* 
May you look on the spiral ladies of that valley 
with the eyes pf health luid gladness* — ^Adieu* 
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Mrs Mompessan. 

Bridlington Quay, Yorkshire, August 15, 1793. 

That you have been so ill, dear^ friend, I am 
flonjy but comforted that, uniting in a state of con- 
valescence, your disease is amongst the number of 
past evils, for which concern rises in our bosom, 
" shorn of its stings/' 

This long e?Lcursion has afforded me many plea- 
sures, besides having, as I hope, contributed to 
the restoration of my health. At Buxton, I form- 
ed a friendship with excellent Mrs Sedley, which 
the resistless disappointer of human wishes has 
most unexpectedly nipt in its first interesting ex- 
pansion. — On my road to the North coast, after 
travelling through long tracks of brown and thistly 
sterility, scenes of the highest and most omam^t- 
ed cultivation rose to my eye, on the banks of the 
majestic Humber, which is there several miles 
broad; and it seemed a drive of several miles 
through a gay garden, the pleasure-grounds of 
each elegant and thick-sown villa extending from 
one to anodier. I dined with my dear and old 
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friend Mrs CoUinSi whose virtues glow, and wbose 
intellectual lights bum brightly as your own, in 
despite of the snows which time has shed upon 
your mutual fordieads. 

In the eveningy I proceeded where, four miles 
farther, the known woods ttid kwns of Westella, 
haunts of my youth, adorn the banks of that flood 
of liquid silver, which rolls in their vieU^. t was 
received with animated and ebrdial wdtdiiie ; its 
glow seemed propoHion^d to the ll^h bf <Hlr 
separalioB. My valued frietids ^&ts b^isOfM ve^ 
nerable, with the childreti of those fiK>B8 pltiytag 
round their knees, who were thetnselVes Mih:e 
raorig than children dtl xtiy last Visit to that dear 
scene; It is on retuniing to a place, aft^ 9 1N^ 
Icmg absence, that we Mcaircely credit id/v^ <ejm^ 
when they show us a new generation rising ^p 
in the ibterim. The interVenkig 6pace is dlibilu- 
lated, by the stlrong impresmn we retain ^f Aft 
living objeicts we had left there, and by the aluft^ 
ileto of die local ones. 

I found good and getlerous Mrs Sykes slo^fiy 
rt^icovering from a dai^erous and long illn08S> and 
her ekigagmg and iaciconiplished daughie]^ fiecftle 
and languid, by the long pressure of filid Hi^flHiifts 
and es?ertions, upon a very delicatii constitution. 
They obligingly offered to ac<company me to Brid- 
lington, b^t were toio unwell to enci^Ukiter the 



I 
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colfipusf and huniea of Scarborough. My pro* 
nise Co Mr Dewes interfering^ ive agreed^ that if 
ha and his pttrty left that coast before my aqueous 
discipline was performed, as to duration, I should 
complete it ou this less splendid shore/ where 
th^ agreed to meet me. 

My eighteen days residence, and nine immer- 
sions on the more picturesque and gayer strand, 
igneed with my health. Right pleasantly would 
those days have passed^ but for the concern I felt, 
duft Mr Dewes received not the hoped-for benefit 
fnm aeaf^i I spent my time at Scarborough 
ahnoat wholly with that agreeable party which 
had allured me Uiidier. IVIr Dewes' disappoint- 
moit ahorteHbg their stay, I found> on their depar- 
tttre, that the chief pleasures of the scene had yel* 
aished;*— so hither I came on the 5th instant, 
Mr and Mrs Sykes having arrived a few hours 
before me. Two agreeable young ladies of their 
]iifiniBcy> Miss Horners of Hull> joined us the en- 
suing day. Tlius are we a party of five in the 
same loci^ings> and on the edge of the vast German 
Ocean ; we' inhale its saline gales, and hope they 
wiU be salubrious. As yet I haye only been able 
to bathe twice, so angrily turbulent have I found 
nui mere. A boarded pier, (me hundred and 
twenty yards in length, and on which nine 
people may walk abreast, juts out into her bosom. 



SOO LBTTIB LXXX. 



LETTER LXXX. 

Rbv. Dr Pabb. 

, Bridfif^ton, Jugust 17^ 1793. 

Tub last letter witb which you honotited tne, 
amved a few days before I left Scarborough. 
The rapid course of the intervening period, and 
those engrossing ei^ageoaents which gave itwin^ 
have been r^retted, because they prevented my 
earlier acknowledgments of ]^our obliging at- 
tention. 

Alas ! I have no good news to tell yon ct our 
highly intelligent and excellent friend> Mr Dewes. 
The patriot pleasure which he felt flt>m the sur- 
render of Valenciennes to the British mils and 
their allies by those of the lawless and godless 
republic, ^ould not exterminate die sad disease 
which preys upon his frame. Not thinking him- 
self better for his residence on the gay eUff> nor 
for its saline breezes, he shortened his stay, and 19 
now at Calwich. His letter to me fW>m that 
place, contains a mournful presentiment concern- 
ing the event of his disease, which pained my very 



LETTER LXXX. .301 

heart. My best hope is, that the depression on 
his spirits magnifies his danger ; but he seems very 
iU. 

When you ftvour me with your company at 
Lichfield, you will meet with little of the provor 
cation you apprehend from its stalled divinities. 
I think they would shun you for a double reason : 
your abilkiesi Y^hich they would fear, — ^your poll* 
tic% which they would hate ;— or, if they abstained 
firooi what must prove such a suicide on the plea- 
sipes of the ingenious and ingenuous, they would 
at kast decline eoterii^ the political lists with so 
forwdable ati opponent. 

We Liichfieldians are at present, it is- true, very 
unanimous in our orthodoxy and in our loyalty. 
T1m3 4i8tinctions of whig and tory, that once, and 
lolig bred much ill blood amongst us, have lost 
their force doiling the elapse of many years ; and, 
inlhesefeciloiss times, which have so clisarly iihown 
ih^'misoteefs of plausible theories, they are to- 
tidly dissolved. One common sentiment pervades 
oiir bosoms, which have, perhaps, not perfect con- 
getuality aa other themes. We feel grateful for 
the pk^tectioii, freedom, and comfort we enjoy 
beneailh the influence of a constitution, which has 
given -to our little island such mighty consequence 
in the consideration of Europe through a cen- 
tury -s course ; whatever of human^ and therefore 
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Mr Savili«e. 

Bridlington, Monday, Aug. 19, 1793. 

- AiMii>ST the pleasures your ingeoious letter of 
tbe 10th instant gives me, I |)erceive, vidi r^cet, 
that you thii^c the recovery of a sufficient jdegsee 
of health to resume your musical engi^meats 
improl)abIe. Alas ! I hoped that brighter proa^ 
pects had arUM to you from the placid bosom loi 
the Weymouth ocean. 

I grieve to say, diat Mr Dewes still remains 
veiy ill ; and that die storm of Saturday night was 
fatal to two ships, one on tbe Scarborough coast, 
and one on this. The tide of the ensuing mon^ 
ing brought one floating mangled corse to the. 
beach. Yesterday the sun shone clear and bri^t, 
but the wind was north-east, and blew, keenly, and 
the tempest of the night had left the sea in tu- 
mult. At twelve we went out an airing in Mr 
Gisbon's coach. On our return, at two, it wits 
high-water, and Mr Gisbon ran to inform us that 
the ocean had, in our absence, arisen to the 
grandest-possible height, short of those dire storms 
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that BCAtter death and ruin from their wings. 
The latter port of the ifm^ that which juts far- 
thest into the deep^ was perfectly dry ; but^ hi 
paamg over the firotit part^ by the beach, I was 
covered and Itret with the descent of that spray 
which Aer tbniideriiig billows, that ahnost sto&- 
aed ase as I proceeded, had thrown up, at least 
tsa yatds abovie the floor of the pier. With the 
ttpIosioB ot cannon, they burst on all sides upon 
the rocks^ aiid hurled their showers of silver an 
ittdoBMginable height, to the winds which had en- 
tfKg&k theni4 Many of them, repelled by the rocks, 
ttirsed, in pyramidal columns, upon their furious 
I t eoiiso fa, dashing hito their bosoms with tre* 
meDdous roar, smoking clouds of snowy foam %•- 
ing up ife die conflict. Conflagration only, when 
il is of resistless force, cm give to die terriUe 
graces sack prodigious animationrf Neter, in my 
sights were: tbe dreadful and the beautiful so 
Mended, for the son shone full upon the vast and 
tarUd billows, and upon the silvery shower they 
dnrtew op. Above twenty diips stood out to sea 
a fow miles from us, pinned to the bottom of tbe 
tonMriftttOus ocean ; upr%ht uod still tbey stood, 
m adoticMakss dread of beii^ blown from their 
andhors. 

VOL. III. (J 
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Tuesday Nights 
This morning we w«Qt| a Itrge pwrty, — Mr Gis- 
bon's Coach, Mrs Sykes' chaise, and Mr R. Sjkes' 
phaeton, — ^to see the contrast of a sweet sequester- 
ed umbrageous glen, where Lady Strictland has 
erected a farm-house and a dairy-house in the Dutch 
style. A brook intersects the circular meadow, 
and flows around the buildings^ resemblii^ the 
dikes of Holland, with Dutch brieves over it« 
The whole scene is said to be completely Belgic, 
and, as such, is a curious spectacle to English 
eyes. You would be charmed witb the cool and 
fragrant cleanliness of the dairy, and with the red* 
breast asylum. Poetic inscriptions,, beautifully 
simple, deprecate, at the shady entrance, school* 
boy depredations for the first, — and for the second, 

• 

invite the golden-bosomed songsters to what b 
justly called ** their peaceful happy home." 

I am just returned from the pier, which has 
shown this capricious and formidable element in 
an appearance, by me, as yet, uabeheld, howevor 
conmion. Upon its gently curling waves, tfae 
moon looks from her blue and cloudless vault in 
fiill brightness. Her reflection makes a pool of 
milky-light upon the sea beneath, on the «dge of 
the horizon ; from whence a zig-zag train of bcil* 
Hants, of the apparent breadth of tweaty yards, 
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glitters across the ocean^ to the very, foot of the 
flier on which we stand. 

^ Tim Wvefyy oo iier wateiy tfaioiM^ 
. SbiiieB tlie ftir wbitreis of floods.*' 

Adio! 
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Mbs Granville. 

Lichfield, Sept. 6, 1 793. 

- You are by this -time arrived at Wellsbum, my 
dear Mrs Granville. I requested from you a 
lin^ of informationy if any favourable symptom 
appeared in the health of one of the best and most 
esteemed of men. I said I would interpret your 
rilence .as a negative upon hopes so precious to 
ine; but my heart is too much in the subject, my 
anxiety too painfull to avoid soliciting informa- 
tion how he bore his journey, and how you found, 
him aa your arrival. 

An ingenious medical gentleman here assures 
me^ tfiat a patient of his, equally a valetudinarian 



y 
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and believe me, with still augmented r^ard, your 
ever pbliged friend and servant. 
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Mrs T- 



Lichfield, Sept. 10, 1793. 

I^NG silences^ mutual, though involuntary^ 
will result from connections and correspondences 
unavoidably increasing as life lengthens, while the 
decay of health, and the ebb of spirits, render us 
more and more incompetent to the accumulated 
toil of the pen. 

I grieve to find that you still continue to Ian* 
guish in the almost constant deprivation of life's 
first blessing ; and it surprises me diat your coo* 
stitution should be so firuitful amidst its habitual 
weakness. May your children repay you, . by 
their duty and welfare, for the pain of bearing, 
and the fatigue of nursii^ diem! — and also for 
the more corrosive pains of mind, which * Mr 

* After having convinced Mrs T. of the truth <2f Arian 
principles, though she had been educated in those of the 
church, he abjured them for Quakerism* — S* 
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T' ' ' s veering piety^ and consequent inquietude, 
must cost you. 

Last week restored me to my home^ from a 
three montfis excursion^ in better health than I 
left it. My time of absence was divided between 
Buxton, Scarborough, and Bridlii^on Quay. 
At die two former, some pleasii^, intelligent, and 
amiable people emerged to my attention from 
that mass of ostentation, ignorance, and folly, 
which encumbers these celebrated and crowded 
public places* More equal, rational, and social 
intercourse prevails at the latter ; and but for the 
interesting fn^idship of a large and charming 
party, which I joined at Scarborough, I should 
infinitely have preferred Bridlington. 

. On my return home I passed through York, 
and heard choral service in the noblest cathedral 
in the world ; at least in my estimation, who pre* 
fer, in religious edifices, the Gothic to the Gre- 
« eian style of architecture. The curious luxu- 
riance of die chiseled ornaments in the noble 
choir, and in those magnificent aisles ; their fair 
proportion ; tibeir majestic amplitude ; the chastis- 
ed, the glooming, the awful light, shed through 
their ** storied windows,'' afforded the utmost 
gratification to my eye, and almost annihilated, on 
my imagination, the spruce elegance of our dear 
new-tricked cadiedral, and its obtrusive lights: 
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but if aght p^oeived the undoipg tuperiority of 
York Miiuiter^ my ear ackDowledged the yet more 
transcendent harmoiuc advaiitfiges of tlie Godiic 
boast of Lkhfield. The organ of York Minster 
is a boK of whistles in caiii(Muison, and the scran- 
nel tonesy and squalid garb of its singing-meQ» 
are, indeed^ most unworthy of that matchleaa 
choir. Nor can it be otherwise, till the disgrace- 
ful scantiness of their salary shall be augmented. 
Nor less unworthy of the solemn scene was the 
miserable reading of the clergyman who officiat- 
ed. More than ever was I charmed^ last Sun- 
day, at this cathedral, with the rich flood of har- 
mony poured by our fullrvoiced choir. It gave 
us that fine anthem, the Dedication of the Temple, 
in a noble style indeed. Mr Saville's voice was 
never more clear and full, nor did one discordant 
note in the other two who joined him, abate the 
exquisite beauty and grandeur of that composi- 
tion. Our noble organ, now soft as the gale of 
summer, now loud as its thunder, completed the 
effect. 

As to what you say about Griffith's asserted 
discovery, that William and Margaret was a very 
ancient poem, I am absolutely certain that it was 
a pretence. I forget the nature of the circnm- 
stances by which he affected to ascertain its prior 
existence to that of its auth(;»r, Mallet ; hut I per* 

5 
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Ibcdj remenibdr that I gave no sort of credit to 
ib&ai at die time^ from the opposition of internal 
evideocei viz, that no man of common sense — and 
GtiSfyk was more than that — could judge so 
wretdiadly as to approve the frittered alterations^ 
vndi their assumed ori^ality, but from that self- 
flattery^ which often makes authors prefer their 
own botching to the genuine texture of a fine 
work which they attempt to improve. I remem- 
ber one of those alterations. Mallet wrote^-*- 

. ** Her fiiee wa» like ao April moni^ 
Clad in a ivintry dond." 

Hie pretended original has 

*^ Her iaee was like an April moni^ 
Dhnm'd by a scattering dond." 

Griffith descants upon the fancied superiority of 
his second line, in which all the chill horror of 
Mallet's fine simile is lost. But this supposititious 
evidence has sunk in oblivion, and Mallet's fame 
remains in fuU possession of its fairest chaplet. 

Sir Joseph Mawby, who, in the supplement to 
die G^itleionan's Magazine for 1791, produces, 
with nauch parade of approbation, envious post- 
humous strictures on this beautiful ballad, by one 
Hesiod Cook, a foigotten hero of the Dunciad, 
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contemporary ivith its author^ does not attack 
the originality of Mailet^s claim to it^ but merely 
display's his own and his dead dunce's beetleisnr 
to those pathetic graces with which it has charm- 
ed the public so long. You remember I answer* 
ed these strictures in the magazine for the ensoiog 
March. 

I am afraid you are mistaken in the supposed 
honour and honesty of Griffith ; and that the general 
tenor of his conduct M^an-ants a less generous mo* 
tive for his refusing five hundred pounds for per« 
mission that the bookseller should affix the name 
of Sterne to an imitative work of his. It is more 

» 

probable that he was withheld by reluctance to 
resign the glory of having written with a consider- 
able portion of Stemean spirit, rather than by 
conscientious scruple. 

Griffith and his wife did not live together dur- 
ing several years prior to his death. Have you 
forgetten an event of which the public prints of 
the day were so full f His seduction of a girl of 
fortune and consequence^ in his. grand climacteric, 
and her elopement with him ? I have always on- 
derstood that he lived with that fair unfortunate 
the remainder of his days. Thus ended the boast- 
ed attachment of Henry and Frances, whose pub- 
lished letters were so much, admired. 

There is little reason to suppose^ that regret for 
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Ae loBS of this fiiitliless husband shortened Mrs 
Griffidi's days. Indeed she survived him several 
years. 

I had ooce a week's personal acquaintance 
with them. About the year 1776, they were in 
licbfieldy on a visit to Colonel Griffith^ then 
quartored here. With Henry I afterwards corre- 
spooded. He used to call me Frances the second. 
I nniled at his groundless vanity in giving me that 
title. 1 could not acquire the feelings of friend- 
ship towards him, and scorned to profess them^ 
though we used to write to each other with gay 
familiarity. I thought I distinctly perpeived a li- 
bertine imagination, inestimable always, and 
nauseous in an ugly fellow, that wore a wig, who 
was covered with snuff, and apparently past middle 
life. It did not seem conceivable to me, that 
he should ever have possessed an exterior natu- 
rally capable of exciting that impassioned fond- 
ness, which glows through the Emma-like letters of 
the real Frances, before she became his wife. 
Judge th^, what must be my astonishment to find 
him seducing, some years after, youth and beauty to 
sacrifice principle and fame, and all the fair pros- 
pects of aflSuence, that she might live in his wither- 
ed arms ! 

Ah, poor Miss Williams ! encircled witib a nar 
fion of blood-hounds, from whom she dares not 
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attempt to escape ! There can be no doubt of tbe 
detestation whieh a mind like hei^s must fefil of 
the king's murder^ and of all the other massacres**-^ 
but she must deplore and detest these events in 
guarded silence ; — ^the least murmur of disapproba* 
tion would probably be fatal to her life. So enda 
the boasted liberty of France ! I am happy that 
my letter to her, in the Gentleman's Magaaioe for 
kst February, pleased you. 

Remember me to Mr T-^ — ^ with kaidneafl^ 
and assure yourself of my unabated regard. 
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Rev. Richard Sykbs. 

lichfieldi Oct. I, 1793. 

A LETTER 8o,ingemou8, so intereitivg^ so smi* 
mated, and from a friend king valn^d^ fiCNuU.iMit 
but be welcome to me ; — such lettera eutaot m* 
rive too often, on the imhilgent teme you pnupmm ; 
but 1 am, from the aocumulation of nrjpepisloliii^ 
connections, ruined for a correspondent, mce it is 
impossible for me to writfi to any isdividiial more 
than once in four or five moiMtht- »■ ■ imd ¥that ia audi 
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•eldonmeBS worth as intercourse ? Already is my 
bealdi perceivably impaired by this employment; 
yet I write scarce any thing but letters^ and 1 am 
reluctantly obliged to decline very flattering pro- 
posals of correspondence from new acquaintance, 
even of the most alluring talents, and the most 
engaging virtues. 

Those advantages which you too generously 
impute to me, and term them obligations, are per- 
haps diiefly ideal ; yet, having always believed the 
warm, the natural illusions of the youthful heart 
its best preservation against the destructive taint 
of indiscrimiuate and dispassionate sensuality— if in* 
deed your partial opinion of me gave that more 
refined bias to your thoughts, your manners, and 
your chaimcter, — I will ventme to indulge the a- 
greeabk idea, that those hours, which, in your 
^ ambiguous years," we passed together, yrere 
to yoa rather of auspicious, than of baneful in- 
fluence* 

I esteem yon for acknowledging, that the poig* 
nance of your feelings, and yom* poetic taste, have 
been sources of delight it has ever appeared to 
me fidse and unthankful retrospect, that remem- 
bers only the pains vrith which nature taxes our 
Ugfa^wrooght pleasures; that represents sensibi- 
lity as an evil, and envies the sullen rest of stoi- 
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cism, '' Far be from ine, and from my friencb^ 
such frigid philosophy ! 



-<' With an alterM brotr, 



Lours the false world, and the fine spirit grieves. 
No more the morning-beams of hope fflnme 
Hic faded scene. Then to oarselTes we say. 
Come, bright imagmation, come ! rerame 
Thy orient lamp— with recompensing ray. 
Shine on the mind — and pierce its gathering gioon^ 
lYitfa all the fires of intellectnal day.** 

You speak to me of your native impetooaity, 
and lament it as a fault. A fault, when too much 
indulged, it certainly must be. With you and me^ 
that temperament is mutual, and it is real vnsdom, 
and an owed duty to check iu excesses ; — but let 
us not idly regret its inherence in our nuDda, siaea 
Rousseau has justly said — ^^ It is that heat from 
which light is inseparable.'* Witibout it, my deai^ 
est father's endeavours would have been fruitless 
to inspire you with a taste for that * poet, who 
has but two equals in the world — for I can never 
believe Virgil, on any ground of equality, as a sti* 
blime original poet, with Homer, Shakespeare, and 
Milton. 

You are ingenuous in acknowledging the errors 
of your temper ; but diere are some tilings which. 

• MUton. 
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we are glad to conceal and gloss over to ourselves ; 
— and we often shelter our indolence under com- 
plaints of our nature. Ah ! Ricbard, — for you 
must allow me the habits of former days — ^your 
epitaph, which turns the other side of the medal^ 
convinces me, that you have " hid ten talents un- 
der a napkin,^ or your writings would have enrich* 
ed the fanes of the British muses. It appears to 
me a lovely little specimen of poetic talents. 

I think with you, that Miss F. Cayley's genius 
is conaiderabley while the native elegance of her 
taste leaves, respecting the few verses I have seen 
of hers, young as she is, little employment for cri-^ 
ticism. This age teems with poetic genius, but 
Johnson's lives of the Poets, where wit makes eur 
vious detraction appear just judgment, has, by in- 
spiring a general contempt for that species of 
writing, destroyed poetic taste. Their admirers 
forget, that the very Johnson, who in them speaks 
10 disdainfully of many of our most justly admir- 
ed bards, has pronounced, in his Rasselas, that to 
write poetry well,^ is the highest attamment of the 
human understanding. 

The art and the artists are now fallen on evil 
days, and amidst minds, whose owlish darkness to 
its lustres is avowed and gloried in. Your cli- 
mate is not, in that respect, more Boeotian than 
ouri> or than most others. Few, who are not 
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capable of writing poetiy, take jdeasure in ite per^ 
usal or recitation ;-'-^-iaid UDOi^t those xdbo da 
write verse, the jealousy of rival talents too often 
produces that depreciatii^ spirit, which betrays^ in 
its un^nerous and short-sighted policy^ the com-' 
mon cause. - 

The apathy of those who do not thoffisdves 
possess die ^ft, or have n^lected its ddtivUffion/ 
is, in all but fools, as unnatuttd as it il Mipid — 
for poetry is unquestionably the language of na- 
tinre ; and^ as such, ought to interest tmi impress^ 
where it may not be able to inspire. Oar very 
peasants show that the seeds of poetry exist ki 
the nide soil of their minds. Awal^ii dieir pa^' 
sions or excite their wonder, and you wii Offien 
hear them qpMking in metaphor, whidk is tlie 
poetic essence. Measure and rhyme are ndt ea^ 
aentials, they are only its dress. Will the day be 
fine, after this misty morning i said I to a labourer 
in the Peak. Ay, Ma<fam^ replied be, the old 
mountain is pulling off bis nightctqp^. 

When we inquired of the sailors, who were 
getting a wreck to shore, in Filey-Bay, if the sea 
bad been uncommonly violent diat. unfortunate 
night ? instead of a simple affirmative^ one of them 
exclaimed, ** It rolled mounfains." 

When I asked the postilion, who dr^e me t» 
Scarbotougb, and who, I found, had been a seaman, 
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nvhedier they were not all very happy to see the 
coast after a long voyage i None but a sailor, 
said he, knows the comfort of spying the first 
glooming of the land. 

I am convinced th^t the poetic talent is a bles- 
sing to its possijessor, and that to cultivate it habi- 
tumlly, is an incessant source of delight. Since 
you do me the honour, on Miss F. Cayle/s ac- 
comity of consulting me on the best means of cul- 
tivation, I advise our young friend to get by heart, 
at every leisure. interval wheq she reads or walks 
alone, a portipp of poetic writing from our best 
authors, observing what are those life-strokes 
which bring its pictures to our eye, apd what the 
arrangement of those accents which give smooth- 
ness, and of those which energize the numbers : 
that the iambics give perfect melody, while the 
trochaics gain in spirit and picturesque effect, 
iriiat they may lose in smoothness — and that to 
use them both, in judicious variation, completes 
the perfection of verse, whether blank or in rhyme. 
If she is not familiar with these technical terms, 
you will explain them to her. Here are four 
beautiful lines, which are all pure iambics : 

* Thae head the troops that rocky Anlis yield«, 
And £teoD> hilb, and Hyrie's watery fields, 
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Where Pytiioo, Danlisy Gyparissnsy stood. 

And Ciir lilaea, views the riling flood." — Pop^s Homer. 

Lines where the trochaic accent chiefly prevails — 

'' Gnomes, how yon gaz'd, when from her wonnded side, 

Now, where the south sea lolls its waste of tide, 

IRose, on swift wheels, the moon's refulgent oar, 

Circting the solar orb, a sister star. 

Dimpled with vales, with shining hills emboss'd. 

Rolling roand earthy her airless realms of frost.** — D<awin^ 

The above lines commence' with that accent ; in 
the ensuing ones^ it prevails wholly : 

'^ Ruhi seize thee, mthless king ; 
Helm nor hanberie's twisted mail.*' 

The ear will better bear the long continuance of 
the iambic accent, unmixed with the trochaic, es- 
pecially in the ten-feet couplet, than the lavish 
prevalence of that more animated emphasis. Per- 
haps Darwin's versification is too profuse of the 
latter. Dryden uses it too seldom. Pope seems 
to mc to have been more judicious in the applica- 
tion of trochaics than Dryden in his adbstinence, — 
than Darwin in his plenitude. 

Miss Cayley will observe, that frequently to 
begin a line, and frequently to close one with a 
verb-active, gives impressive strength to versifi- 
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cation. She will feel^ too, the awakening power 
of the apostrophe and of the interrogatory style, 
together with the grandeur of the imperative. Al- 
so, the superiority which rchults from giving a 
passage rather in the present than in the past 
tense. Dryden was not sufficiently aware of 
this superiority ; Pope knew it well. We may 
sometimes^ not unhappily, slide from the past in- 
to the present tense in the same passage, but the 
reverse never. 

She will remark, that pleasing effects are often 
produced by judicious discords in poetry, as well 
as in music — such as varying the measure, at in- 
tervals, by two syllables that should have equal 
emphasis, and which may be placed in any part 
of the* line— instance : 

What green cliff blossoms o'er thy place of rest. 
And roams the gaant wolf o*er the dreary plain. 

A, Sewttrd* 

" What time the grey-fly winds her sultry horn.'* 

* Together both ere the high lawns appearM.** — Milton. 

** Shall scorn thy pale shrine glimmering near." — CoUins. 

And she will feel the frequent happiness of tran- 
sposition ; which, however, should not be used 
wantonly, and only where it may produce some 
picturesque or impressive effect. Darwin says, 
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** Load o*er her wfairlixig flood Cbaiybdis roars." 

AvoidiDg the transpositioo^ the line had been less 
animated : 



<< 0*er whirling floods Charybdis loodly roars.'' 

Suffer me to point out one great essential to- 
wards acquiring facility in composition, viz. the 
writing alternately in different measures, and in 
great variety of measure. Self-set tasks of this 
sort are very useful. Choose either the eight or 
ten feet couplet, or the elegiac, the sonnet, or 
one of the various forms of the lyric, for the 
vehicle of ideas, which, on arising in the mind, 
seem capable of appearing to advants^e in the 
poetic dress. Lay a fine poem in the chosen 
measure on your table ; read it over aloud ; en- 
deavour to patch its spirit; observe its pauses and 
general construction. Thus, a young poet should 
compose as a student in painting paints, from the 
best models, not with servile minuteness, but with 
generous emulation and critical attention. 

How far I ^m qualified to give these instruc- 
tions may be very questionable ; but these are the 
habits by which I cultivated my own little poetic 
stock. If the harvest has been tolerably compe- 
tent, it is to them that I am indebted for the 
produce. Dr Darwin tells people he never read 
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or studied poetry. The assertion is demonstra- 
bly affected and untrue^ from the artful accuracy 
and studied resplendence of his style; and I know, 
that through all the years he lived at Lichfield, 
he was in the habit of amusing a great part of his 
leisure hours by the most sedulous study of this 
exalted science, and by very critical attention to 
the poetic writii^ of others. 

If Shakespeare's talents were the miracles of 
uncultured intuition, we feel, that neither Mil- 
ton's, Pope's, Akenside's, Gray's, or Darwin's were 
such, but that poetic investigation, and long fa- 
miliarity with the best writers in that line, co- 
operated to produce their excellence. What fol- 
ly, then, of the wise, is a disingenuousness so 
glaring ! 

J hope your Masonic week at Westella proved 
pleasanter than such periods have generally prov- 
ed with that proud miser of his intellectual 
wealth. Your application of the adversity-pas- 
sage in Shakespeare to him, is one of the happiest 
I have known. It comes within Johnson's defi- 
nition of wit, or, perhaps, he Mould more proper- 
ly have termed it genius : ^' The bringing those 
things together, between which there is no natifr- 
ral relationship, but of which, when brought into 
contact^ every one perceives the fitness." I give 
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the meaning, not the words of the pnssBge, which 
have escaped my memory. 

I wrote to Mr Hayley lately. My letter con- 
tained a jocular passage to the following effect : 
*^ One of my Yorkshire friends, a gentleman oif 
considerable talents, conversii^ twice this sum- 
mer, at Derby, with Mrs Hayl^, returned to uft 
on the coast, enchanted with her wit and spirit. 
He thinks it impossible die effervescing cordial 
should ever cloy. If you could contrive to make 
his wife, who is a very fine viFoman, elope with 
you, there might be a double divorce, and he 
would certainly marry Mrs Hayley. Pray, if 
the Hymeneal chain has galled you a little, would 
not that be a much pleasanter way of dissolving 
it, than that it should be broken by the dark hand 
of the shapeless despot ?" Now, if there were 
an atom of seriousness in all this^ what admirable 
morality it would be ! I have not yet answered 
the letter you were so good to bring me from Mrs 
Hayley. When I do, she shall certainly know 
how high she stands in your esteem. * 

My health is not at Lichfield what it was on 
the coast. I begin to fear the good effects of 
my journey, and watery discipline, will not be 
lasting. With the mists of these autumnal morn- 
ings and evenings, my difficulty of breathing has 
returned. 
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I thank you and dear Mrs R. Sykes for per- 
sisting in an idea so pleasing to me^ as the inclu- 
sion of Lichfield in your next summer's tour; 
nor less kind do I take the mutual wish you ex- 
press to see me again your guest. Remembrance 
of die social pleasures I tasted in Yorkshire^ must 
form a powerful sp^il to lure me thither again ; 
and the days I passed in your pleasant mansion 
were not the least interesting of that agreeable 
excursion. 

What a length of letter ! I feel it less difScult 
to be silent to those I love^ than to speak to them 
briefly. Say the kindest things for me to the nu<^ 
merous branches of the Westella family, as welt 
as within that house of my long love, 

*^ Where oft for me the cheerful monung rose." 
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Mrs Hayley. 



Lichfield J Oct. 5, 1793. 

In reading youf last agreeable letter, my deai" 
Madam, I felt extremely glad to see you aclcnow- 
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ledge that the summer was passing pleasantly. 
It is too seldom that people express a conscious 
enjoyment of the present. While regret is busy 
with the past, and expectation with the future^ 
Ennui usurps the place of Cheerfulness, and 
thinks coldly of Xht social, and yawns through the 
studiqus hour. You are happy in a sprightlier 
temperament, and grateful in confessing the plear 
sures it affords you. 

Glad also am I to find that my old friend^ 
Mr R. Sykes, stands so high in your good graces. 
His wit and worth deserve that honour. He de^ 
sires me to assure you of his esteem/ and best 
wishes, and of hi$ fervent desire to converse with 
you often. I wrote to the dear bard lately, and 
rallied him upon the iutenseness with which Sykes 
expresses his delight in yotr imagination^ and in 
the gaiety of your spirit. 

While surrounded at Bridlington by those be- 
loved beings of the Westella' house, we all form- 
ed a very pleasing intimacy with Mr and Mrs 
John Gisbon. He h^s the kind of disposition^ 
the species of talents, which I should most de- 
sire in the person I wish to c^U friend. The fair 
Millicent has been very fortunate. 



** She did not blont on fops her beanty*ft dart, 
9nt boasts the triumph of a lettered heart :** 
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And I perceive^ on indmacy^ a gendeness and 
goodness about her, which promises to deserve the 
blessings of her lot, and to secure his happiness 
ivbo chose her. 

Yesterday brought me an odd, though ingenious 
letter, from a Mr Geary of Leominster, of m hom^ 
except one or two former letters on literary sul>> 
jects, I know nothing. His last exhorts me to 
vindicate Miss Hannah Morels character from 
the malevolent aspersions which, he says, Mrs 
Smith has cast upon it in her novel, Pesmond, 
under the title of Mrs Manby. 

I have not read Desmond, and this is the first 
hint that h^s reached me of any such attack. If 
it is so, Mrs Smith has done very unwisely, as 
well as unjustly ; but Hannah More wants no 
cliampion ; her virtues and talents stand far above 
the reach of such senseless calumny, 

^ Which will pass by her as the idle wind, 
Which she respects not.** 

Have you read Helen Williams's new publica-^ 
tion i It is finely written^ and infinitely interest-^ 
ing ; but I tremble for her life in that murder** 
ous city, from the bold truths this work contains 
in testimony against those detestable Jacobins. 
Jt is to be regretted that she is not, by this Ume, 
more aware that anarchy, with all its tyrannous 
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mischiefs, mUst result from the prevalence of de- 
mocratic influence. 

You would be sorryish to hear, that poor Moll 
Cobby as Dr Johnson used to call her, is gone 
to her long home. If you saw the ridiculous, 
puffing, hyperbolic character of her in the public 
papers, it would make you stare and smile at the 
credence due to newspaper portraits. Those, 
however, who draw them in colours so false and 
glaring, are very reprehensible. This was die 
disgrace of a pen capable of far better things 
than such a tribute of gross and mean flattery to 
the vanity of the surviving Relation. Its author 
well knew the uniform contempt with which 
Johnson spoke both of the head and heart of this 
personage, well as he liked the convenience of 
her chaise, the '' taste of her sweet-meats and 
strawberries," * and the idolatry of her homage. 

Nauseous, therefore, was the public and so- 
lemn mention of Johnson's friendship for Mrs 
Cobb, of whose declaration respecting her, in a 
room full of company here, the panegyrist had so 
often heard — " How should,'*— exclaimed John- 
son, '^ how should Moll Cobb be a wit ! Cobb 
has read nothing, Cobb knows nothing ; and where 
nothing has been put into the brain, nothing can 

* See his Letters to Mrs Piozzi,. Letters the 114th and 
134th.—^. 
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come out of it to any purpose of rational enter- 
tainment.'' Somebody replied, — ^Theu why is Dr 
Johnson so often her visitor ? — " O ! I love 
Cobb — I love Moll Cobb for her impudence." 

The despot was right in his premises, but his 
conclusion was erroneous. Little as had been 
put into Mrs Cobb's brain^ much of shrewd biting 
and humorous satire was native in the soil, and 
has often amused very superior minds to her own. 
Of that superiority, however, Dr Johnson except- 
ed, she had no consciousness ; her ignorance and 
self-sufficience concealed it effectually. She was 
a very selfish character, nor knew the warmth of 
friendship, nor the luxury of bestowing. Thus 
has her monumental wall been daubed by very 
untempered mortar indeed. Yet, to her we may 
apply what Henry V. sa^s of Falstaff,^ — 

** We could have better spared a better man -, 
O ! we shou'd have a heavy miss of thee, 
If we were much in love with vanity/ 



.r »» 



Adio! 
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Mri^ Momi*essan. 



Lichfield, Oct. 31, 1793. 

You have done my lettef to Helen Williams 
great honour, in thinking it worth exportation to 
Germany, and in bespeaking for it, through the 
channel of your nephew, *Heathcote, the atten- 
tionf of her Electors and Princes. I hear the 
papers mention poor Helen, and her mother and 
sisters, being included in the order fof imprisoning 
all the English, in (contempt of that decree which 
enrolled Miss Williams a citizen of France, and 
presented her with the civic crown. 

^las ! it is thus that she dearly pays for that 
misleading enthusiasm which led her to follow 
the wandering fire of imaginary freedom, far from 
the safe- holds of her native cbuntry, amidst th^ 
rocks and whirlpools of an overturned empire, 
and into the convulsed chaos, consequent upoit 
adopting the levelling system. 

* 6nr Envoy at the Court of Bbiuu^S. 
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-^ 1 when degree is shaken. 



Which is the ladder to all high designs, 

Then enterprise is sick. How cou*d communities, 

t)egrees in 'schools, and brotheiiiood in cities; 

Tl^e peaceful commerce of divided shores, 

The primogeniture, and due of birth. 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

Bat, by degree, stand in authentic place ? 

Take but degree away, untune that string, 

And hark, what discord follows 1 — each thing meets 

^ mere oppugnaucy. The bounded watery 

Woa*d liffc their bosoms hidier than the shores. 

And make a sap of all this solid globe; 

Strength would be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son would strike his father dead ; 

]?brce would be right, or rather right and wroqg, 

Between whose endless jar justice presides, 

Wou'd lo^e their names, and so wou'd justice too. 

tTben every thing includes itself in power, 

F6wer into will, will into appetite ; 

And appetite, a universal'wolf, 

llias doubly seconded with will and powcr^ 

Ainst make perforce an universal prey, 

And last eat up itselfT 

Tliis chaos, when degree is suffocate. 

Follows the choaking; 

And this neglection of degree it is, 

Hiat by a pace goes backward, in a purpose 

It hath to climb. The General's disdained 

By him one step beneath — he by the next. 

The next by him below, — so every step, 

Exampled by the first pace that is sick 

Of its superior, grows to an envious fever 

pf pale and bloodless emnlatiou.** 
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Tlius did our immortal Shakespeare foresee and 
describe such miseries as are now convulsing un- 
happy France, the. certain consequence of demo- 
cratic influence preponderating. So forciblj does 
he warn mankind against seekii^ to destroy the 
distinctions of rank, and prophecies the result of 
such state empiricism, by the povrer of that intui- 
tive wisdom which enabled him to fed, express, 
and paint tlie sentimoitSi condocty aad manners 
of almost all the various dispositions of die human 
race, in every situation, whether inaaginaiy, or re- 
corded in stor}', history, or romance. 

But to return to my ill-starred friend. When 
conscious of Miss Williams's perilous situation, I 
saw tliat she had again published on the affairs of 
France, I sickened at the intelligence. That she 
should venture to print any thing on that subject, 
which was not in vindication of the demons of 
anarchy, I thought in the highest degree improba- 
ble. To defend them was to expose herself to 
the just indignation of every English man and wo- 
man, who are neither fools, base, or insane. As 
I tlieu feared for her fame, now, after reading her 
book, I tremble for her life. Reaching France 
through the medium of translation, it lays her 
head on the guillotine. She must certainly have 
planned an escape to England, which this impri- 
soning edict will too certainly fnistrate^ and has 
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sent out this work as her pallinode and harbinger^ 
to smooth her reception here, and apologize for 
the too confident triumph of her former volumes 
on the French Revolution. Without abandoning 
her first principles, this last work traces their dire- 
ful degeneracy in the fiend-infested land, and 
bears intrepid witness against the Jacobine fac- 
tion, which has betrayed its rising interests, and 
plunged France in eternal infamy ; — taught her \ 
to exceed, in tyranny and murderous oppression, j 
all the records of despotism, and extinguished the 
sun of liberty in blood. 

Nature and reason are sick of that wretched 
country, at whose impious and awles^ guilt the 
astonished world stands at gaze. Its hapless 
Queen has found a desirable close to her unparal* 
leled wrongs and miseries, even though they ter- 
minated in her murder. That the monstrous in- 
justice of the fiends who caused them, might be 
complete and evident to the whole world ; that it 
might oblige even their dark-spirited defenders in 
this country to blush for them, — lo ! incest with 
her infant son is brought forward as a specimen 
of the reality of those crimes on which they pro- 
nounce their detested sentence ! 

Thus it is that the betraying Spirit of evil in- 
stigates wickedness to the practice of absurdity, 
which divests it of the specious colouring of that 

2 
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that virtue which it would assume ; and while, to 
the sons of earth, it ascertains its piactitioners to 
be his genuine disciples, becomes 

«* The loudest laugh of hell.*' 

I hope we shall meet soon, — that your society 
l^ill cheer and gild the darkest of t^e months, 
)vhich will now so s^iortly be here. May neither 
disease or sorrow cloud or allay thjs joy I shall 
feel to bid you welcome. 
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Mrs M- Powys. 

Lichfield, Nov. 17, 1793. 

It gratifies me that you still retain that partial 
Remembrance of Lichfield, which, in happier 
years, you used to express with a fervour most 
flattering to those for whose sake it was dear* I 
wish I could yet believe that this roof contained 
sufficient magn.etism )p lure yoq to its walls, when 
the marriage of Mi§s Caroline Smyth has narrow- 
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ed to one point your guardian cai'es^ those solici- 
tudes which have been so truly maternal. 

I mentioned to you my interview with dear Lovel 
Edgeworth the summer before last. Again have 
I seen — but, alas, how seen him ! — tortured with 
an incessant cough — ^his transparent cheeks tinged 
with a faint bloom, but hollow and iced over, as 
I fear, by the chillness of mortal disease. This 
only child of my lost Honora seems to possess, at 
seventeen, wliat his mother possessed, intellectual 
maturity, in the blossom of youth. The guest of 
Mr and Mrs E. Sneyd a few days, on his road 
to Dr Darwin, he accompanied them to a supper- 
party at my house. With what heart-felt pain I 
beheld his inevitable sufferings, I need not, in- 
deed I cannot, describe. 

Though I have, at times, perceived alarming 
qrmptoms of my last winter's disorders, yet, to 
lerably well at present, I flatter myself that my 
summer's tour has, in some degree at least, forti- 
fied my constitution 

^ Against the time, when, *mid the naked sprays, 
Barren as spears, the desolating wind 
Makes wintry music, sighing as it goes.'* 

It is a peculiar season which enables us, in No- 
vember, to say, '' against the time of vegetable de- 

VOL. ill. . Y 
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soladio V — but hitherto we have seea litde of k. 
The sullen tyrant of the year sleeps^ whiile ^utuiwt 
eacroQcbes upon his reign, and decks his moiAhs 
nvitb her golden graces. 

You know my enthusiasm for marine scenery. 
After a sixteen years inland residence, I approochr 
ed, with awe-mixed delight^ the mighty masit of 
animated water. Congenial to thoae penMTe^ 
though sweet sensations, which, even on its gsytst 
beach, and in its calmest mood, it is calculated to 
inspire, was the reflection, how '^ many churlish 
winters and laughing springs,'' — bow many events 
and, alas ! how many deprivations I had expe- 
tienced since last I strayed upon its shores. 

The year has been a fine one, yet has. its pro- 
gress been thrice marked with mortal devastation 
in the stores of my friendship. In May I lost 
dear Lady Gresley. In August my new-formed 
attachment to amiable Mrs Sedley was nipt in 
its first iiower ; and this month has deprived the 
world of excellent Mr Dewes, who honoured m^ 
with a nine years' series of attentive and energetic 
amity. Never man bore an higher character for 
all those virtues that best adorn and ennoble hu- 
man nature— unquestioned honour, unswerving in- 
tegrity, unaffected piety ; the bestowing spirit of 
Mr Day, without its acrimony ; the politeness of 
Mr E— ^ , without his insincerity. Mr 
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Dewes's understanding was quick and energetic ; 
his taste for works of genius vivid and discrimi- 
nating. As a scholar, ** he was a ripe and gQod 
one.'' Greek, Latin, French, and Italian were 
familiar to him as his native tongue ; of which he 
was so elegantly a master, as to read a prose au- 
thor in any of them, in extempore English, un- 
hesitating, correct, and happy as the most approv- 
ed translations. I have often known him do this 
for hours together, and wondered at his facility. 
He was sufficiently master of the harpsichord to 
play in concert on that instrument, with readiness 
and skill. The whole county of Warwick looked 
up to his decisions, in all matters of legal right, 
during the many years in which he was chairman 
of its sessions. He lived in open, hospitable, and 
kind intercourse with all his neighbours. Over 
this constellation of talents and accomplishment^, 
no vice cast the slightest shade. Judge how 
widely he is regretted, dying before age had tar- 
nished one of those rare endowments. 

So France wades deeper and deeper in public 
guilt, whose unheard-of atrocity confounds ima^ 
gination, and astonishes belief. — A whole nation 
•f Macbeths ! 



'■'* That sup so full of horrors, 



DircDess, familiar to their slaoghterous tfaongfats, 
CanDot once startle them." 
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A nation that licences the plunder of property, 
that makes massacre its pastime, and atheism its 
faith. It is a perilous copsid^ration, Adieu, 
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Miss Brandish*. 

Dec. 6, 1793. 

I THANK you for the two prints of our Close 
and Cathedral, as they existed in the days of my 
childhood. I have been long desirous of ob- 
taining them, and am proportionably indebted to 
your goodness for that which could not be pur- 
chased. They are powerful talismans ; and often, 
as I. pass through the gallery, will they inspire 
those thrills of pensive recollection with which 
we look upon objects that forcibly recal the 
pleasing past. Its pleasures arise pure in the 
alembic of memory, extracted from all the dregs 
of alloy originally mingling with our most vivid 
delights, even with those of infancy. They are 



* Daughter of Mr Brandisli, fiurgeoD, of Alcester, Warwkk* 
shire. 
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brought back to me by a scene faithfully repre- 
sented in one of these prints, and of which the real 
traces are lost in modern improvement. How 
often have my sister, our play-fellows, and my- 
self, ran jocund around those little stubbed ches- 
nut^ees that have so long ceased to blot the 
now-level green ! — how often have we sprung up 
and bounded down the as long-vanished steps, 
with an elasticity so pleasant to experience, and 
of which accident deprived me in my youth ! ^ 
The late Dr Langliorne wrote a beautiful poem, 
entitled Owen of Carron. It is but little known ; 
for its graces, though simple, are too coy to please 
universally. It speaks of the pleasures of child- 
hood with an enthusiasm congenial to those sen- 
sations which inspired the desire of possessing the 
views you have sent me : — 

^ Where is Uie boy, by Carron^s spring, 
Who bound his vale-flowers with the reed? 
Ah, me I those flowers he binds no more 
No early joy returns again ! 
The parent. Nature, keeps in store, 
Her l>est joys for her littic train.'* 

Who is there, whose childhood was healthy And 
sportive, that will not agree with this author, that 
those joys noere best P 
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Now ^ to Lich'field news — Events are Scarce, 
and, had they been ever so plenteous, would have 
been transmitted to you by your friends of the 
galaxy, or inilky-way, as Mr Inge pleasantly calls 
the white semicii'cle of the cathedral area. Sfakll 
1 tell you of a lady who falls into talking trances 
In company, in which she appears repeHing the 
enamoured solicitations of forilier rejected lovers ? 

or of Mrs B 's jealousy^ excited by the long 

and eloquent billets which Miss A. writes to 
her ancient, honest, downright husband ? — of the 
former's exclaiming in company, that she w6n- 
ders what Miss A. ineaiis by sending flourishing 
notes, down three sides of paper, to her husband, 
— she is sure he never gives her, nor any other 
woman encouragement. 

Are not these things almost too ridiculous for 
credibility ? — ^yet people witness their serious ex- 
istence. Thus it is that the intervals of the deal, 
at the card tables, are supplied with conversation, 
when, tired of the horrid miracles of guilt in 
France, they tUrn to the comic miracles of ab- 
surdity in our own circles. Not but the heads 
and hearts of the fair, the young, the gay, amongst 
us, are full of a subject more interesting to them 
at present than public tragedies, or private farcto 
— the approaching masquerade at Drakelolv — 
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** Wfaitey as new tigores on their Ikncy throng, 
They're every Uung by starts, and nothing long. 
Bat, in the space of one revolving hour. 
Fly throngh all states of poverty, and power ; 
All forms on whom their varying mind can pitch. 
Sultana, gipsy> goddess, nymph, and witdi.'* 

I was 'honoured with an invitation — ^but my life in 
toO'imich m the yellow-leaf for 3uch frolic-scenes. 
Adieu! 
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Mrs Hayley. 

Nottingham, January 21, 1794. 

I SEND you the requested 'impromptu to Sir 
Nigel Gresley, on declining the invitation to his 
splendid masque-ball. As poetiy, I am conscious 
how little it is worth. 

Do not show this hasty bagatelle to Dr Dar- 
win. He would not endiu-e a composition of 
twenty-six lines, which contains but one picture. 
His system demands, that all poetic apartments, 
from the saloon to the water-closet, should be cover- 
ed with pictures, allowing not an inch space between 
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them. Few among the Doctor's admirers think 
more highly of his genius^ or see more heauty in its 
effusions. I do not^ however^ subscribe to his 
first and governing principle^ that every thing in 
verse should be imagery, but think that in poetry, 
as well as in every other science and art, ornament 
should be a secondary, not a primal consideration ; 
— subservient to exalted thought, to just design ;— ^ 
to that noble simplicity, which can be great 
without effort, gay without glitter, and refined 
without perceptible elaboration. Dr Beattie's 
Minstrel maintains a similar axiom concerning the 
subordination of ornament. 

Confined to my room by a severe cold, I have 
been enabled to perform my promise, which else 
the numerous and all-day engagements of Not- 
tingham society had rendered difficult. There is, 
perhaps, more company at Derby than in Lich- 
field, and more than thrice as much in Notting- 
ham as in either — probably than in both conjoined. 

Nothing is more likely than that this fierce 
cough and these excoriated lungs of mine, should 
oblige me to return suddenly home, with all the 
pleasant purposes of this visit abridged. It will 
not be the first time that I have fled for my life, 
from very agreeable scenes. 

Giovanni is expected at Mr Rawson's in a few 
days, should his precarious health permit, and H. 
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Mliite is expected in this family. We have hopes 
that Mrs Smith will accompany her father. It 
wfll be very vexatious to find myself excluded by 
this spiteful disease, iirom the musical parties 
Nvhich their arrival may produce. 

With concern^ I see the newspapers announce 
the extinction of a great luminary in the world of 
letters. Yourself and Mr Hayley will mourn the 
death of Gibbon, from private friendship as well 
as from literary regret. To me he shone like one 
of those distant stars, whose light we view without 
perceiving its warmth. 
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H. F. Caky, Esq. 

Lichfieldy March l6, 1794. 

Your letter, breathing the genuine spirit of 
friendship, has but recently met my eye. It ar* 
rived during my seven weeks excursion into Not- 
tinghamshire. That I might not be perplexed 
with epistolary solicitudes, nor the possible good 
effects of changed air and scene upon my impair- 
ed constitution, be frustrated by eternal scribbling, 
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I gave orders^ that letters arriviiig in my absence 
should not follow^ but wait my return. In de- 
spite of this precaution, disease clouded tny nm* 
ble, though it could not entirely repress the pka* 
sure I felt in associating with many agreeable and 
Intelligent friends at Nottin^am. Few towns 
better imderstand how to animate tbe-focial hour. 
It is, however, my lot to have brought back fiot 
even the mipeifect health I took out. 

Sincerely do I thank you for the truly frien(% 
and generous indignation you have fdlt and ex* 
pressed for Boswell's unprovoked and maliciout 
insolence. It would be contrary to the declared 
intention, expressed in my last letter to Urban, 
and certainly beneath me, to pursue this contro- 
versy farther. Idly immaterial as to its subject^ 
it was begun by me but in defence of the ve- 
racity of my evidence, rudely called iq question 
by this man, in his supplementary notes to the 
Life of Johnson, and pursued by him with such 
impertinent and insidious spite. It is, however, 
material, that I publickly convict the iialsehood and 
arrogance of the Johnsonian adulator in one le- 
spect, so soon as I can procure the certainly exist- 
ing means. You see him, in the magazine for Ja- 
nuary, denying that Johnson ever uttered that ge- 
neral slander on the poetic race, involved in "his 
commendation of Watts, viz. that ^* he vt^as one of 

8 
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die fidw pioets who could look forward with ra- 
ttdtial hope to the mercy of their God;*' nay, 
a^ieitis to deny, that there ever was any published 
rcftord of that base slander. Now, in print I 
dl^lare I read it, though its precise situation now 
esRcapes ihy recollection. Well do I remember 
the te£gnatft feelings it excited in my heart. The 
impre^on was in recent force, when I sent the 
Itet Benvolio letter to the Gentleman's Magazine^ 
August 178'J', and which records verbatim the 
iriiivorthy sentence. Whether I then copied it 
frbiii the despot's own writings, or from some of 
the Vd;rioi]fs printed memorabilia of his conversa*" 
ti6ti, I do not iiow know. If you, or any other 
friend, c^h recollect where it is inserted, the com- 
ifiuttication will oblige me. At present, I am too 
biidly eiliployed in more necessary concerns to 
rfe-read, for the pilrpose, his works, or the records 
of his biographers. I have looked over his life of 
Watts — there it is not. 

Hei^tor of Birmingham's letter is scarce less 
iinpelilinent, and contains an absolute, though per- 
hiapis an itivoluntary, falsehood. Everybody knows 
that Johnson was bom in the year ten, or late in 
ihb year niiie. Hector attests, that Johnson wrote 
the myrtle verses for him in the year 1731 — and 
solemnly declares, that it was not till two years 
after, that he had any knowledge of any of the Por- 
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ter family, to whorni be was then, for the first ttme^ 
introduced by him. That must be in Johnson's 
twenty-second year. Strange forgetfulness indeed 
in Mr Hector^ who, if he had considered at all, 
must have recollected that my grandfather, Mr 
Hunter, married the sister of this same Porter of 
Birmingham, his second wife, when Johnson 
was his pupil, several years preceding that era. 
During this pupilage, Johnson had frequent access 
to his master's house and table, and there he saw 
and faiicied he loved the young Lucy Porter, who, 
early on her aunt's marriage with my grandfather, 
made her a visit of several months at Lichfield. 
Then and there, Johnson, a school-boy in his 
teens, some three or four years older than his be- 
loved, made the verses on receiving from her a 
sprig of myrtle,, which verses he afterwards gave 
to Mr Hector, without thinking it necessary to 
declare their previous origin^ That this was the 
fact, on the frequent testimony of the scrupulously 
ingenuous Lucy Porter and my mother, I am per- 
fectly convinced. Soon after Johnsons death, 
Boswell earnestly requested me to tell him all I 
had heard concerning the youthful days of that 
wonderful mortal ; concluding, that my mother 
knew many such anecdotes, and had probably 
mentioned them. See how he requites the trouble 
I took to oblige him ! Instances like these have a 
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tendency so shut up the frank and trusting heart 
in misanthropic reserve. 

I have this instant read your very kind letter 
on this subject^ signed M. S., in the Gentleman's 
Magazine for February. Another epistle, suc- 
ceeding it, is also friendly to me, as well as learn- 
ed and ingenious. I think it likely that letter 
is Dr Parr's. I should have thought it yours, 
but that the preceding one has your known sig- 
nature. 

Mr Hayley seems to have forsaken me as a 
correspondent, not having answered the letter I 
wrote to him six months ago. You have heard, 
you say, that Cowper was his coadjutor in writ- 
ing the life of Milton, now on the anvil — but 1 
hardly believe in such partnership. 1 wish you 
would send the parallels you have discovered, be- 
tween Dante and Milton, to Mr Hayley yourself. 
He knows of you, and has long since 'expressed 
to me his confidence in the powers of your un- 
derstanding and imagination. 

A friend has this minute shown me, in John- 
son's life of West, an exactly similar stigma on 
the Poets to that which Boswell so arrogantly af- 
firms he never uttered. In the fourth volume of 
his Lives, p. 316., he says of West : " A stroke of 
the palsy brought to the grave one of those few 
poets to whom the grave needed not be terrible." 
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He whoy with his pen^ th^s loaligpantly turandj^ 
a class of beings, ever considered as the honours 
of their respective countries, could have no scruple 
to utter the twin slander which I copied, in the 
year 1786, from the records of some of his bio- 
graphers, if not from his writings, and which he 
blended with his eulogy on Watts, Praise was 
so heterogeneous to Johnson's nature, that we ge* 
nerally find him recompensing the self-violeocei 
by some of those malicious reflections on which 
bis spirit luxuriated. 

Adieu. — Success attend all your pursuits and 
wishes — ^yes, I dare add, wishes^ because I trust 
the dangerous days are passed, in which the inex« 
perienced heart is prone to form those whose ac- 
complishment must ultimately be far more pain- 
ful than their present disappointment. *^ The 
stoic influence of the shady Academe^ soop broke 
Che bonds of imprudent love.'' 
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Mrs Stokes. 

March 20, 1794. 

Alas ! dear friend, if you and Dr Stokes knew 
bow ill I 9m, you could not have entertained 
ideas of my undertaking a most arduous literaiy 
work, or attempted to stimulate me on the sub- 
ject. The least degree of intense thinking creates 
fltiange and alarming pains and sensations in ray 
head, that seem even to threaten instant dissolu- 
tion. 

If the blessing of health, and if enei^ of spirit 
was mine, yet I could not be induced to under- 
take the surely hopeless task to which you urge 
me, — the task of attempting to stem that over- 
whelming tide of injustice and malignity, John- 
son's Lives of the Poets. Equal powers of 
mind, equal learning, equal eloquence, and equal 
celebrity, enlisting on the side of justice, and de- 
sirous to praise as Johnson was to depreciate, 
would, I do believe, attempt it in vain, since it is 
so much more acceptable to the mass of man- 
lind to see excellence degraded than exalted. A 
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pamphlet appeared soon after the publication of 
Johnson's Lives^ exposing to the clearest view 
the nonsense^ as well as envious absurdity^ con- 
tained in the despot's criticisms on Gray. It was 
very finely and very learnedly written^ yet it pas- 
sed away unnoticed. The author, Mr Fitztho- 
mas, sent it to me, or probably I had never heard 
of it. 

Were I to flatter myself with the possibility of 
success in such combat, it would indeed be pre- 
sumption. To what derision should I be exr 
posed from a thousand quarters ! — An unlearned 
female entering the Ikts of criticism against the 
mighty Johnson ! No, I can never cease to pro- 
test against his envious injustice, but cannot be 
taught to hope that it is in my power to counter- 
act its irreparable mischiefs to poetic literature. 
I saw the dark cloud descend, surcharged with 
pernicious coruscations, and quench the golden 
day of its fame — I fear for ever. 

I am, as I said above, extremely ill. Some 
deep-seated malady incapacitates me for taking 
any exercise, corporal or intellectual, without 
painful difficulty. Of the first, all that my 
strength will bear is necessary to be tried; the 
latter is destruction to me:~r-And shall my friends 
wish me to bring upon myself those inevitable 
anxieties which attend projected publication, at a; 
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eiiod when my spirits sink under the slightest 
pressure of solicitous attention i 

It is tiue^ that, through the course of those 
years which have elapsed since Johuson^s Live^ 
appeared, I have been urged, by various literary 
friends, some of them high themselves in scienti- 
fic fame, to attempt a regular refutation of his 
unworthy and frequently absurd decisions. Their 
too partial opinion of my powers of writing 
doubtless prompted the request, but could not 
inspire me with the confidence they feel. 

As to Boswell, all my friends unite in thinking 
it utterly beneath me to pursue a controversy 
with an ungrateful and impudent man, whom 
I once believed incapable of such conduct as 
his late letters about me demonstrate. They 
prove him capable of insulting any person who 
cannot inflict the punishment of corporal correc* 
ticHi. Defenceless against such a being is every 
woman, who has neither father nor brother to awe 
the assailant. 

Thank you for this kind information concern- 
ing the infamous slander on the poetic race, con- 
tained in Johnson's Life of West. It is the twin- 
stigma, as to sentiment, with that he uttered when 
praising Watts. It is sent to the Gentleman's 
Magazine. But that Boswell is too impudent to 
blush, it would suffuse his sallow cheeks to see . 

VOL. 111. z 
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the arrogance of his assertion^ that Johnson never 
expressed such a sentence, thus demonstrated. 

Adieu, dear Dr and Mrs Stokes !— Thank you 
for many proofs of friendship which you have 
mutually shewn me, and to you both be all your 
wishes. 
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Rev. R. Sykes, of Foxholes, Yorkdiir^; 

Lichfield^ April 20, 1794. 

Be assured, that if disease, in changing forms^ 
and in successive periods, had not assailed my 
frame from the date of that letter with which 
you favoured me in February, it could not have 
remained so long unacknowledged. For all its 
rich contents, as well as for those which came to 
me from your kind hand ladt week, accept miy sin- 
cere thanks. 

To a stubborn and feverish cough, which 
brought on my long existing disorder, impeded 
respiration, succeeded a violent inflammation in 
ray eyes. I endured it a fortnight, every person's 
infallible remedy seeming to increase the malady^ 
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till, Implying to Dr Darwin, it was soon removed 
by his healing skill. Beneath the most oppres- 
sive influence of this disorder, I was sitting in 
darkness mad despondency when your brother and 
sister passed through Lichfield, whom, in hours of 
tolerable health, I should have rejoiced to wel- 
come. — I say despondency ; for, alas! the want of 
sight, of which the disease in my eyes for a time 
almost deprived me, occasioned an accident the 
preceding Friday, whose dreaded, but I hope not 
inevitable consequences, have, in their apprehend 
8ion> filled my mind with terrors, which no for- 
mer evil ever inspired. — 1 hurt my left breast, by 
slipping against the sharp- pointed ledge of a wain- 
scot, in- stooping to reach an hearth-brush. It was 
on Friday three-weeks. Frequent pain and un- 
easiness in that region, unfelt till this disaster 
happened, create apprehensions which I cannot 
banish, and which rob every suiTOunding object of 
the power to interest or amuse me. 

I must not, however, fail to observe, that my 
pains, and consequently my fears, have been less 
within these few dajs, for which I am truly thank- 
ful to the Giver of all good. 

To dear Miss Sykes I wrote in a dark hour of 
their prevalence, in hopes that the simple reme^ 
dy of cold salt and wat^r, which cured my eyes, 
might have the same efiScacy in removing her esi^ 
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cellent father's long sufferings in that precious 
sense^ where annoyance is so heavy an evil. They 
have my truest sympathy. 

I knew you v^ould be sorry for my loss in Mr 
Dewes. 

'< After life's fitful fever he sleeps well.** 

Till within this month, let my heart sicken vi^ith 
what sorrow it might, never were the hopes of 
future and finite comforts so cold in my bosom, 
as to make me envy the rest of a premature grave, 
or cease to regret that it had closed over my 
friends; but since the terror, already mention- 
ed, seized my spirits, I considered the having 
passed its dreary gate '' as a consummation de- 
voutly to be wished." 

Should I be so happy to lose these direful fore- 
bodings, and recover but a tolerable portion of 
healtli and cheerfulness, I trust that yourself and 
Mrs R. Sykes, persuading your sbter to join the 
party, will realize the plan of excursing to Lich- 
field. Thus will you add to my escape from the 
dread of the direst corporal evil, the pleasure of 
listening to the voice of friendship, restored to us 
after long absence and distant residence. When 
the accents of the Westella family form this 
voice, it comes to my ear mixed with the me- 
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mory of pleasures past^ sweet and soothing to 
the sphit. 

Whether or not 1 can undertake a jouraey in- 
to Yorkdiire this summer, will depend on the 
state of my mind, and on the likelihood of sea- 
bathii^ beii^ salutaiy or injurious on account of 
my late accident. 

Here are two charming letters of yours before 
me. By a reiterated perusal will I try to emerge 
from this gloomy track of egotism. 

It is curious to see you disclaiming poetic in- 
herency in such a stream of wit and imagination, 
and sketching out, as an apology for not sooner 
answering my letter, so fine a picture of yourself, 
under tlie torpid pressure of personified indo- 
lence, as fully prove your possession of that inhe- 
rent power. For the mechanic parts, the mea- 
sure and the rhyme, we know by experience that 
you can apply them when you choose it ; and 
whether you do or do not, the poetic essence 
flows sparkling from your pen the instant it moves 
over your paper. And so much for the injured 
bays in which you were wrapt at your birth, and 
which you degrade by the vulgar name of pars- 
ley-bed. 

Thank Miss F. Cayley, in my name, for allow- 
ing you to indulge me with a copy of that pretty 
mournful elegy of hers, written under the pres- 
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sure of sickness and debility. I am sorry that 
they lay such frequent and heavy weights on her 
youthful form and soaring imagination. Yet still 
she singSy like Philomel^ with their thoitis in her 
bosom^ and sweet are the strains thus warbled. 

As to the French wretches, and their destruc^ 
tion of each other, I have only to observe, that 
the retributive doom seems descending fast upon 
the murderers of the blameless, the benevoloit 
Louis, and that fair intrepid unfortunate who 
shared his throne, his woes, and his ignon[iinious 
fate; ignominious to those who inflicted, not to 
them who suffered it. The poisoned chalice 
is returning to the lips • of the demons who ad- . 
mhiistered it. I hope Robespierre, Barrere, 
Santerre, and Legendre will also be obliged to 
drink it to the last dregs. Indeed, I fully believe 
that not one of the infernal crew but will be sa- 
crificed to the manes of the royal victims ; but I 
believe nothing of the design of restorii^ mo- 
narchy, imputed to Danton. He is fallen in the 
struggle of Republican jealousy, in a contention 
with his fellow-tyrants, whose oppressions out- 
strip and laugh to scorn the direct curbs of regal 
despotism. 

Those verses to Miss Sykes, with the picture 
of a king-fisher, have no claim, except tliat they 
consist of fourteen lines, to the title they assume^ 



LETTER XCII. 359 

that of sonnet. Idyllium is their proper appella-' 
tion. They are either written by the Bard of 

D ^y, or in visible imitation of his manner "*, 

The first eight are not beneath his brilliant and 
picturesque muse. In the ninth, I dislike the 
contraction of the word Westella, and the tautolo- 
gic effect of the word nnseen after hides. — ^^Tis a^ 
make-weight epithet, whose frequent use is the 
great ^ault of modem poetry^ Our great poets, 
as Spenser, Shakespeare, Miltpn, Pop^, Gray, 
&c. are lavish in the use of epithets ; but they are 
seldom, like this, of the make-weight species. 



* VeneM uMt to Miss Sykes of Westelia, with a Pietwre 

nf a King'fisheT, 

IVom Derwent*s banks, where, in seqae8ter*d cavesi 
My featherM sisters eye the dancing waves. 
Shoot on blue wing, or, quivering in Uie beam, 
Unge, witii reflected hues, the passing stream, 
Ap elfin sprite^ by friendsliip's magic spells, 
To Hnmber*s shores ray trembling flight impell^ ; 
There bids me seek, concealed, a pensive fair, 
Wlio files with timorous step the world's broad glare, 
And hides, in KUa*s peaceful groves, unseen, 
A polishM " gem of purest ray serene.** 
Eliza bids me seek her Marianne*s bower, 
Build my safe nest, and charm the halcyon hour ; 
Nor sigh, nor sorrow, care, nor pain molest. 
Nor Love himself the sunshine of her breast 
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where nothing is added to the idea or to the pic- 
ture^ but used merely to eke out the measure^ or 
supply the rhyme. The eleventh line of these 
verses I cannot endure^ It hobbles most un- 
gracefully ; and; by distorted emphasis, makes a 
vulgar maid-marian of your sister's name, Mari- 
aiine. There is scarcely any supposing, that the 
fastidious refinement of his ear, whose general 
manner this bagatelle wears^ could permit a line 
so unhappy to escape from his never-wearied 
chisel. The twelfth is again extremely in his 
spirit. The two last might be any person's 
who writes verses tolerably; and the word sigh, 
immediately before the word sorrow, is not well, 
as making the effect precede the cause. How-. 
ever, this couplet ceilainly forms a close suffi- 
ciently poetic to an Idyllium, which involves some 
of the genuine graces of poetry. It is fortunate 
when tlie final lines of any good composition are 
the best lines ; but it is not necessary that it 
should be so. If a poem, of any class or length, 
contains beauty, it is a sort of art to which genius 
should be superior, to make a point of that beau- 
ty being always in climax, and most resplendent 
in its setting ray. Richardson would have called 
such management a praise-trap. More than any 
other species of verse, the legitimate. Mil tome 
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sonnet, admits of a quiet unomamented close, 
without suffering in the estimation of a reader 
whose taste is just and discriminating. Adieu. 
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Mrs Adey. 

Lichfield, June 5, 1794. 

Under better auspices, your kind letter had 
been earlier acknowledged. ^ Shadowed over as 
you have lAtely found my epistles by the gloom of 
disease, it pains me to resume my pen beneath 
their deepened influence. Miss Arden has in- 
formed you of my late accident, and whence the 
ides of March have been to me unfortunate. 
The pain and uneasiness which, with but little 
intermission, I have since felt, teaching me to 
fear a deep-seated injury, still farther impair my 
health, and excite terrors for the consequence, 
which rob my days of gladness, and my nights of 
rest. No external mark whatever, either to the 
eye or touch, has been perceivable from the time 
I hurt myself to this hour ; yet the shooting pains, ' 
and sense of occult inflammation, never felt till 
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after that unlucky bruise, terrify me extremely. 
By surgical advice, I have applied leeches thrice 
to the part, according to the present practice of 
the London faculty. Their bite, vi^hich is nothii^ 
on the temples, is, on the bosom, a very painful, 
as well as troublesome operation, and the wounds 
f^ontinue many days sore and inflamed. 

If it please God to dispel my apprehensions on 
this dire theme, it appears to me, that all other 
disorders must appear as light evils, eren should 
they threaten vital extinction. 

Bom with an excellent constitution, I enjoyed 
twenty-three years of almost unclouded health. It 
was then that misfortune began to counteract 
that pritne blessing : An incurable > fracture of 
the patella, thenceforth combined with inherent 
love of sedentary employments, till remitted ex- 
ercise sapt the foundations of corporeal strength. 
Iliis time ten years another fall, straining the side- 
tendons of that injured knee, threatened contrac- 
tion, a much wprsie evil than the original frac- 
ture. To prevent it, I used the warm bath at 
Buxton to a rash excess, staying in it an hour 
every night durhig a whole month. The grow- 
ing rigidity of the tendqns vanished beneath this 
process ; — but, from the general wieakpess mid re- 
laxation it caused, originated that difficulty of re- 
spiration, then first perceived, a^d which has, at 
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intervals, annoyed me from that period. Now 
another accident inspires a dread of the worst 
malady incident to the human frame. Alas ! it 
has, through life, been the deprecation of my 
prayers. 

Remind Mr Adey of the uncommon circunir 
stance of Mr Sncyd, at the opening of our Vicars- 
hall, in the year 1757> dancing in the same set 
with the three women who afterwards succeeded 
each other as partners of his destiny. He had 
not then a thought of any one of them. 

That gay child of artless nonchalance, your 
friend Swinfen, is not now in our country. On 
hb last residence at Swinfen, he met, at my house, 

the youthful and bright Louisa S , of the 

Shrop«hire family; a lovely nymph, with high- 
life connections, and who move9 in that sphere, 
but with fortune too moderate to warrant the disr 
creet indulgence of a fascination which he visibly 
felt from the soft influence of the finest dark eye^ 
imaginable, 

^ Whose dabions lustre seems to shew 
Something which speaks nor yes nor no." 

To the cordial reiteration of your wishes to see 
Miss Arden and myself in Norfolk, I can only 
say, that inclination can never be wanting i^ 

1 
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either of us to realize them ; — ^but mere inde- 
pendence on the will of others does not always 
confer free agency. Authority itself is frequent- 
ly not more irresistible than are those viewless 
and inaudible despots that influence our loco- 
motive powers. Adieu ! 
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James Mitchel, Esq *• 

Lichfield f June 9j 1794. 

Accept my thanks for the kind present of 
last week. Your bounteous spirit leaves your 
friends very largely your debtors. Mr Saville, 
his daughter, and two more of my neighbours, 
partook the Epicdrean treat the night of its ar- 
rival. 

Tlie preceding evening gave me the pleasure of 
dear Mrs Ironmonger's com|>any, that of her 
sister, and their fair guest, Miss Princep, and a 
few other ladies and gentlemen. Mr Mitchel's 

* An old and valued friend of Miss Seward, residing at 
Park-Hall, between Evesliam and Alcester. 
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society would have been an animatiog addition to 
the social pleasures of my little supper* His vir- 
tues and companionable pleasantness are the fre- 
quent theme when Mrs I. and myself are tete-a- 
tete ; or with other of his Lichfield friends, who> 
like ourselves, are conscious of their value. 

Business will probably soon draw Mr S. to 
town. If this purposed excursion takes place, he 
pleases himself with the hope of visiting you at 
your charming villa. 

Apropos of excursions. Mrs I. tells me you 
have thoughts of making a party to visit some of 
those places of curious beauty which adorn our 
island. Allow me to observe, that the singularly 
lovely situation of Ludlow, and its classical en- 
virons, immortalized by the Comus of Milton, 
form an admirable head-quarter for a day or two's 
residence. You might pleasantly devote one of 
those days to wandering amidst the enchanting 
mazes of Downton ; — scenes which nature has 
decked with the sublimities of Dovedale, the soft- 
ness of Ueham, and the silvan luxuriance of the 
Matlock mountains ; and which art has cultivated 
with the last happiness, tlirough the taste of its 
owner, Mr Knight. He has built and inhabits a 
splendid modern castle, on one of the lawny 
knowles of this enchanting valley — but, compared 
to its picturesque and wonderfully varied beauties. 
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the finest-possible house can have litde interest 
for people of just taste. 

What other country can vie widi Shropshire in 
the possession of three such finely-situated towns 
as Shrewsbury, Bridgenbrth, and Ludlow ? The 
first has noble environs — the second is beautiful^ 
ly romantic — ^the third is unequalled — ^for^ un- 
equalled, as to situation, it is allowed to be by any 
city or town, not only in England, but perhaps 
in Europe. 

Should you ever go to Downton, inquire for 
the cold-bath. It is an unique amongst cold 
baths. Climbing high amidst the rocks, yon are 
led, by winding passages, scooped ont of their ca- 
vities, to a spot where they form a little rotunda^ 
Except an encircling turf, scarce a yard broad^ 
the whole space of this rotunda is occupied by 
the purest water imaginable. It sleeps in its 
marble bed, and the sides of the surrounding rocks 
are covered with moss, and minerals, and shells^ 
A portion of light is admitted from above, amidst 
the meeting arches of the rocky concave, which 
form a roof, impervious to the wind and tiun^ 
Shadowy, cool, and translucent, it is worthy to be 
the favourite shrine of the British Naiads. A 
little marble statue of a water nymph lies stretch* 
ed on the turf, bending over the fountain^ from 
whence she seems just arben^ 
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I wish these recollections of Downton may in^ 
duce you to make the tour of Shropshire. That 
the scenic graces of Mr Kiqght's valley have not 
more general celebration, is owing to their re- 
moteness from any of the high-roads which lead 
to cities and town? of commerce, or to places 
famous for the renovation of health. Adieu ! 
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John Courtenay, Esq. M. P. 

Lichfield, June 17, 1794. 

SiR/— I am much gratified and obliged by thd 
continuance of your attention, and honour you 
for valuing ingenuousness more than flattery. 

The suspected treasons to this Constitution are 
now fiiUy unveiled to the abashed eye of those 
who had so unpatriotically derided the just alarms 
of govemment.-^^Now is it that thfe existence is 
demonstrated of that close-compacted plot to ren^ 
der this long-glorious, long-happy country, law- 
less, guilty, and miserable as ill-fated France ; to 
enslave it to the ambition of contending juntos, 
rising, in turn, to. murderous despotism^ by basely 



368 LETTEB XCV. 

flattering the mad passions of the vulgar, till, by 
the power of rival villains, they fall the unpitied 
victims of their own crimes. 

Thus that shapeless phantom, as the minority 
termed it, proves, what those who were solicitous 
for the country's safety believed it, an hydrarhead- 
ed monster of increasing strength ; which, if suf- 
fered to thrive unmolested, would soon vie, in 
strength and fierceness, with the Gallic dragon. 

Can we behold that monster of France darting, 
unresisted, its mortal fangs into the bosoms of all 
who are but suspected of wishing a less tyran- 
nous form of sway; on all who have the mis- 
fortune to have been nobly bom, or possessed of 
wealth, however justly inherited, or fairly acquir- 
ed; — can we behold, and not desire to strangle 
tike kindred-serpent ip its birth i What avails the 
prostituted name of that tree, under which grimly 
couches the maturer dragon? — that tree, more 
blasting than the fabled Upas ; — that tree, whose 
regions are blank with sterility, and covered with 
the dead. 

Ah, Sir ! how much should I rejoice to see you 
dedicating your fine talents to the rescuing your 
country from the opening jaws of rebellion !— to 
see you preferring her safety and her glory to the 
connections of a party, whose leaders now plainly 
ihow that they would rather the leaven of sedition 



• 

should ferment through the laiid, uochecl^^ in 
its dire process^ than co*operate with their rivals 
in necessary energies, in the lopping one branch 
of chartered freedom *, for a time, which can pro* 
bably alone preserve its trunk from destruction. 
You mHst be sensible that it was the vile abuse of 
freedom which has wrought this deplored neces- 
sity of its abridgement : 

*^ StiU may its blooms omr changefiil soil endiire ! 
We only would repress them to secure." 

And now let me thank you for your poetic pre- 
sent f. These qpistles have wit; their comic 
fancies are veiy original, and they are adorned 
with a sweet ode. Suffer me, however, to con- 
fess that I shrink from every passage which sup- 
plies fuel to the envious discontents of the ig- 
norant and unpropertied mass of people — '^ yet 
happy while they seek no happier state," nor are 
taught, by the rash ambition of diose above them, 
to barter the solid blessings of protected industry 
for diose specious, but filial theories, which seek 
to unite things in their nature incompatible; — the 



* The Habeas Corpus Act. — S. 

t Epistles to Robert Jepfason, Esq. from France and 
Ita^.--5. 

VOL. III. A a 
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equality, simplicityi and economy of infant, unin- 
debted, and thinly peopled states, widi the com- 
merce, opulence, and luxury of a mature one, 
which had gradually formed 'different orders and 
ranks, from the peasant to the king. As to the 
necessary appendage of such a state, the expen- 
sive pomp of a court, you must know that to be a 
mere imaginary evil, from the inevitable circula- 
tion of the sums it costs through the lower orders 
of the people. 

The vastness of our national debt must be al- 
lowed to constitute that alloy to great prosperity, 
and to protected property, and life ; which alloy, 
from some source or other,' i» the iippointed lot of 
all earthly blessings. True virisdom will be con- 
tented with possessing die largest balance of ge- 
neral happiness against general inconvenience, 
that any nation under heaven enjoys. 

Hiose are the real patriots who counsel die 
people to renounce the delusive idea of state-per- 
fection, which, amid the frail nature of man, never 
was, never can be attained ; who teach them to 
beware of the folly of dropping the substance of 
good for its shadow. 

Hiat the shocking example of France should 
not universally warn the fingliah, is surely the 
darkest stain of vicious in£eituatiMi that ever de- 
scended on the national character ;•— but diat any 

t 
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ohe of our nobles should be infected with the 
mania of Jacobinism! — ^we scarce conceive the 
possibility. Yet, strange to see 1 the instance is 
not even single. To such, and bearii^ the strong 
credentials of experience, instead of the divining 
pretensions of Caesar's soothsayer, common sense 
cries out aloud, 



^ RoBOBber Oileans' dreadfol fiite, 
And fear to meet it iMfel* 



But to return to your poem. What a danger- 
ods portrait do the twenty-first, twenty-second, and 
twenty-third pages display, of the supposed happi- 
ness of llie French peasantry ! — not an hint of dieir 
total want of personal and mental freedom ;-^not a 
word of that enslavmg coercion, which obl^s 
them to rush into battle, or bleed beneath the 
guillotine ! Freedom indeed! — O mockery of the 
word !«— And for such freedom, shall our artificers 
renounce their chisels and their looms; our far- 
mers and labourers their ploughs i Truly it would 
be a fine exchange ! — the liberty of Imaking up 
the covies of partridges and the forms of hares for 
the forced abandonment 6f dieir homes, their 
wives and' children! — the privilege of shedding 
the blood of deers and pheasants, for the necessity 
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of laTidiiiv their own at the imperious maiMlafee 
of state-quacks and self-authorised murderers. 

Your Italian letters are very amtising. From 
the ridicule of local and classic enthusiasm, no 
mighty mischief can ensue. It is not then that you 
scatter fire-brands, arrows, and deadi, crying, '^ Am 
I not in sport ?' 

There is elegance, as well as archness in your 
whimsical representation of the Medicean Venus : 
— ^but surely colouring, as given by the word 
blushes, and by the eipithet red, ought not to have 
a place in the description of a statue< 

Your ode is recompensing-^you owed it to the 
heroes, poets, and sculptors, that made Italy fa- 
mous, since you had caricatured them so oddly. 

I am pleased to see a rising Courteney, glowing 
with paternal fire from, the shrine of Phoebus. 
But whence comes it> that he bears arms under a 
government, to whose presmration a predilection 
for republicanism is so inimical ? Should our sol^ 
diery imbibe that contagion, we are lost indeed ; 
and instead of the steeds of Bellona, the dogs of 
murder will be slipt. 

You compliment the bard of Derby highly, but 
I think with somewhat too exclusive praise. My 
admiration has been long excited by the fertili^ 
and splendour of his fancy, die rich harmony of his 
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numbers, and the grace with which he has clothed 
mechanic science, and the odier daughters of phi- 
losophy, in poetic vestments. I have mMitained' 
his claim to be deemed a great poet, agdinst ^ 
dissenting voice of the brilliant G. Hardinge, and 
of Mr Crowe, the public orator at Okferd, both 
very sweet poets themselves ;—<-aiid also against 
that of many other ingenious men. I agree with 
you, that he is the most philosophic bard the 
world has produced; but when you term him also 
the most sublime, I b^coihe jealous for the manly 
superiorities of Homer, Shjaikespeare, Milton, and 
Virgil. One requisite, essential to complete poe- 
tic excellence, Darwin greatly wants ; nmplicity 
is unknown to his muse. Arrayed in elaborate 
ornament, I would no more decree the palm of 
all-transcending Sublimity to him, than I would 
that of beauty from the Venus de Medicis to a 
court belle, blazing In diamonds, and hung with 
wreaths of varied flowers, and every coloured 
foil. 

My heart is heavy, and our little city in gloom, 
for the death, by & nervous iever, cf one of the 
most valuable of it^ inhabitants — Mr Grove — a 
gentleman of liberal fortune, and distinguished 
worth. His poetic genius was considerable; his 
learning extensive, his integrity taintless, his boui^y 
diffiisive, his paternal generosity seUom equalled. 
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his friendship sincere and .energetic. Ere age had 
enfeebled the iight strength of his frame, or shed 
one wrinkle on his fiur brow, he foils ; and this 
day, becomes lost to us for ever. Seldom have 
the promises of longevity been more flattering. — 
Alas ! a nervous fever, which medical skill strove 
in vain to subdue, has proved their fallacy. It 
will be long ere Mr Grove's gate is passed, with- 
out a sigh by any of his acquaintance, who knew 
bow to value great and solid virtues ; and who 
feel their power to recompense laigely, a little 
native petulance of temper, and a sometimes capri- 
cious strength of prejudice. 

Adieu, Sir! my political regrets <mi your ac- 
count, neither abate the glow of my good wishes,^ 
or my sense of obligation. 
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Rev. T. S. Whalley. 

Lk^d, Jufy 25, 1794. 

SoBRY am I, dear friend, to find that you have 
suffered, at frequent intervals, those terrors which, 
lately sat so heavy on my heart : — ^yet we cannot 
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say, with Macbedi, respectii^ either of those dire 
diseases, which our feelings have taught us to 
dread, that '' real ills are worse than horrible ima- 
ginings ;" since, alas ! I feair the sufferings those 
actual evils inflict transcend the darkest pictures 
of them which the fancy can form. May neither 
you nor I, nor any whom we love, be ever ascer- 
tained on that subject by. fatal experience ? . 
' .Within thc^e last five weeks I have, thank God, 
found my alarms for the ccmsequences of my late 
hurt subside very blessedly, and that firom abated 
pain. Hope and cheerfulness would, on this ac- 
count, reanimate my spirits, had not my daily suf- 
ferings, from oppressed respiration, increased of 
late to what I cannot help supposing a dangerous 
d^ree. If well enough to undertake the journey, 
I think of going to Buxton, and the sea, this 
autumn, since I found considerable benefit from 
bathing in both those situations last year. 

Respecting the present war on the Continent, 
mine is the fate of Cassandra, to augur ill on the 
subject, and to be derided for my fears by your- 
self, and most of my other firiends* When I was 
your guest, in the summer 1791^ you were assur- 
ed that France would be arrested in the progress 
of those tyrannic abuses of her revolutionary 
powers, which she had begun to exert, by the 
joint efforts of Austria, Prussia, apd the German 
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Princes. You know we diipated often about 
the probability that dieir invasson would succeed. 
Tlie event justified my then predictions. 

When, at length, she had completely extii^irii* 
ed, in tyranny, anarchy, and guiltless blood, the 
rising sun of her freedom,-— disgraced die name of 
liberty ,«--aiid, by die horrible example she had set 
the surrounding nations, awakened dieir just in* 
dignation ;* — ^wben England, Spain, Holland, and 
Russia united widi the poweni already hoatilized 
against an impious nation, that had reduced rob- 
bery, murder, and profaneness to a cool and prac- 
tical system, I thought there was the fairest pros- 
pect of their success. I trusted that the prin- 
ciples of the whole people were not so corrupted 
but that efficient numbers would avail themselves 
of foreign assistance to restore order, and law^ 
and subordination, and to crush the anarchists. 

But wlien it proved otherwise, the wisdom of re* 
treat became apparent. Ihe broken promises of 
Russia, the imbecility of Spain, the f padiy of Hol- 
land, die desertion of Prassia, the poverty of the 
emperor, and the annihilation of the German prin* 
dpalites, changed, on the part of England, die ge- 
nerous eneigies of a just war into unavailnq; and 
destructive rashness. 

Yes, my heart did exuk in our naval victory. 
You say—" from every danger of insult on our own 
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shores it entirely frees us.'* Surely you contradict 
that comfortable assertion when you add| — ^' if we 
are to be saved from French principles, and all their 
consequent miseries and guilt, it must be through 
the blood and fire of the present war." Now, if 
we are entirely able to defend our own shores, 
how is it that our preservation from the evils into 
which France has plunged, must result only from 
the continuance of a war, the success of which has 
become absolutely hopeless i 

Ah! what infktuation to imagine that sacrificed 
legions, and national wealth, lavished on the con* 
tinent, can arrest the progress of internal seditionl 
What avails it to have discovered that we have 
twenty diousimd miscreants in our own bosom^ if 
we are thus prodigal of the means of resistis^ 
their baseness, of our armies, and of the public 
treasures? 

Those added taxes and burdens which must be 
laid, if the war be continued, will give htal power 
to the insidious sophistries of the Paiaites to se» 
dttce necessitous multitudes from their all^iance 
to their king, and from their faith in the consti* 
tution, till sedition and anarchy shall, by the 
power of numbers, become here, as in France, 
resistless. 

From the moment Mr Pitt declared in the 
senate, that die war must be punued at every 
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hazard, even of national ruin here, he fell in my 
confidence, from die highest elevation of wisdom 
and virtue that ever minister attained. I have 
since considered him as degenerated into a second 
North, sacrificing the dearest interests of the 
kingdom to the monarch's obstinacy. 

You have imbibed this lamented enthusiasm; 
and observe, that, '' at all events, it is better to 
fall like a great nation, than to bow our necks to 
the yoke of multitudinous tyranny and giant in- 
fidelity f — that '' from the infidelity, which has 
hurled its bold defiance against die throne of God, 
your trust in the final discomfiture and humiliation 
of France results.'^ 

Surely to renounce a contest that proves so ir- 
resistibly unequal, is not bowing our necks ; — to 
take care of ourselves, and leave die wicked na- 
tion to the God they have offended, is not pusil- 
lanimity. The end our force cannot obtain, 
would probably be effected by the dissentions diai 
would ensue, amid the national banditti in France, 
on the cessation of foreign invasion, which has 
proved so ruinous a Quixotism. 

The villainy of nations, as well as of individuals, 
has been too often suffered to triumph, for us to 
rely, without the highest presumption, upon the 
interference of Providence in a cause which is be- 
come desperate. . Such depeudance induced the 
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crusades, which spilt rivers of Christian blood in 
vain, warring s^inst infidelity. 

Strange ! that it should still be generally thought 
right, while the flames are kindling in our own 
house, to send our servants out upon the fruitless 
attempt to extinguish a conflagration of hopeless 
strength in another's ; — and where there is the ut- 
most probability that they will perish in the ef- 
fort! 

Let us turn from the sad prospect. Lord 
Fieldii^ is here with his regiment. He and his 
lovely lady are living socially amongst us. The 
Dean has set them his house. Hiey are extreme*' 
ly fond of music. Lady Fielding plays and sings 
divinely. She speaks of your beloved Mrs Mul- 
lin's rival excellence in that line with wirai and 
generous praise. They give private concerts, 
which are made for them in return. Last Moor 
day, they met a party of twenty^five at ray house. 
Three violins, a violincello. Lady F.'s harp, and 
an harpsichord, formed our band. Bending over 
her harp, when she sweeps her white hands over 
its strings, and mixes her song with its tones, we 
see and hear a living Cecilia. Mr Saville and 
our three diletantes, Miss Parker, Mr Simpson, 
and Mr Thomas White, joined Lady F. in duets 
and glees. The saloon in my house h an excel* 
lent room for musicy and held us all without 
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crowdy and the evemi^ pmmed off to die appaicm 
satisfaction of the company* Mj ill healdi made 
me dread the fat^ue ; but I was fiortanatelj bet- 
ter on that day than I had foirad mjidf long be- 
toKf or than I hate been sinoe. Ladjr F. as- 
aembies ui» at the Demay on Mondi^. If I was 
well 1 flhonld delight in these parties. 

A fortn^t since, I passed a few daqrs wery 
l^easantl J beneath the spacious and elegant man- 
sion of Sir Nigel Greslej, and amidst its sur- 
roundif^ groves and lawns, which the taste of 
dieir owner has rendered Arcacbm. Sir Nigd 
has adorned one of his rooms with singnlar hap- 
piness. It is large, one side painted with forest 
scenery, whose majestic trees arch over the coved 
eeilii^* Through diem we see glades, tufied 
banks, and ascending walks, in penqiective. The 
opposite side of the room exhibits a Peak valley ; 
llw front shews a prospect of more distant coun- 
liy, vicing with the beauties of the ml one, ad^ 
mitted, opposite, throi^ a crystal wall of win- 
dow, the whole breaddi of the s^NUtment. Its 
dmnney-piece, formed of qian, and ores, and 
shells, represents a grotto. Real pales, painted 
green, and bteast-high, are placed a few inches 
from the walls, and increase the power of the de- 
eeption. In these are little wicket gates, that, 
half open, mvite us to ascend die seeming forest 

5 
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banks. The perspective is so well preserved 
as to produce a landscape deception little infe- 
rior to the watery delusion of the celebrated pa- 
norama. 

Sir Nigel knows well how to animate and di- 
versify the longest summer^lay. His sister Loui- 
sa^ who lives with him, has all the comic graces ; 
and his eldest daughter, an amiable girl of fifteen, ' 
wins every person's love and esteem, by the sweet- 
est attentions of innate politeness* One evenings 
we had a large party on the Trent, which, in its 
best and clearest expansion, rolls at the foot of 
the lawn that slopes from his villa, and reflects its 
white turrets. 

Dear Mrs Jackson wrote to me from your 
beauteous mountain. Her and your accurate de- 
scriptions of the alterations at the Phoenix-cot- 
tage, risen lovelier from its ashes, enable me to 
see them perfectly. Widi such a guest, the fe* 
spondence of intellect, and the coi^dence of 
friendship, must have added zest to the del^t 
of gazing on scenery so lovely, and so long beloiF* 
ed ! Adieu ! 
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Mrs Jackson. 

Lichfield, July 3\, 1794. 

EvEB welcome are your letters, my dearfrkod; 
but I have received too many proofs of your affee* 
tion for me to suffer either ungrateful d od h is or pe» 
tulant surprise to take possessMMi of my miiid Iran 
their casual delay. To drcumstances I shall al- 
ways impute it, never to coldness. 

Unworthy should I be of your late asriduous^ 
and cordiah attentions to me, were not my heart 
assured that yours will feel pleasure in knowing 
that I have almost lost those terrors which lately 
haunted my mind, and excited so many kind ex- 
ertions on your part to relieve diem. To leech- 
bleeding I believe myself indebted for the com- 
fortable amendment I feel. They were applied 
four times. The raging heat of the vireather, then 
coming on, induced me to suspend the continua- 
tion of an operation so troublesome, succeeded by 
a week's extreme soreness in each of the petit 
wounds. Continuing to amend, I hope I shall 
not have occasion to re-apply this remedy. 
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The diversity, nay, absolute contradictious, in 
medical opinions are strange, and somewhat dis- 
comforting, as weakning our reliance on their aid. 
Mr Saville went lately to town to seek that re- 
lief for a disorder in his ears, which he happily 
found from the skill of the celebrated aurist. 
Maul. His friendship for me induced his con- 
sulting two eminent surgeons, who are his per- 
sonal friends, concerning my late accident. Their 
opinions, given separately, coincided perfectly 
with each other, but, surely in the first asser- 
tion, contradicted the experience of ages, and in 
the last, that of late years ; for of those I believe 
is the applying leeches to a part suspected of can- 
cerous tendency. That it was the great Hunter's 
practice we know. 

Tliese gentlemen told Mr S. that no cancer 
was ever produced by a blow ; and that to apply 
leeches to the seat of pain might do an injury, 
and could be of no service. 

Two instances of cancers produced by external 
injury are of my own knowledge. The mother 
of a young woman, who formerly lived servant 
with me, received a blow on her breast that was 
aimed at her husband. A cancer ensued, and she 
sublnitted to amputation ; — was then a young wo- 
man ; — is now an old one, in perfect health, and 
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never had the least symptom of the returning ma- 
lady since she lost her injured breast. 

Now, if the disease had proceeded from an ha- 
bit so disposed, and not solely from the blow, it 
would have shewn itself in some other part, in the 
course of the ensuing years. 

A lady of Shrewsbury was violently hurt on her 
bosom by her man-servant's thumb, as he was 
lifting her from her horse. Though then a young 
woman, in high health, after two year's incessant 
pain in the part, it was pronounced a cancer. 
She would not submit to the knife, and died of 
the disease. 

As to leeches, surely these gentlemen reject 
them against all reasoning from probability of their 
use, as well as in scorn of recent experience* Ex- 
ternal injury produces inflammation, and that al- 
ways precedes induration. Bleeding is found to 
abate inflammation; and where the heat and pain 
are local, local bleeding is most likely to be effi- 
cacious. 

However relieved from horrid apprehensions, 
more afilicting than actual pain, yet is my general 
health very indifierent My difficulty of breath- 
ing, on the least exertion, has been more severe- 
ly and constantly oppressive since my return from 
Nottingham, early in March. I think I injured 
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myself these bjr eomplyiiig wikh die eamest re* 
quest oi different companicsy dial I would Bead 
scenes from Shakespeare aloud. This was imme- 
diately on recovering firom a Tiolent cough andifr* 
flamimation on my lungs. To read Shakespeare 
without energy and great exerdoi^ is not within 
mry chapter of poBsiUides. One evening I read 
all the principal scenes in Macbeth alouc^ and 
have never breadied freely sincei. 

Thank you a thousand dkniis. for your accurate 
and vivid description of oUr dear friends cm the 
mountain; of their health, their feelings, their 
habitation. To have made one in such a party 
would have proved a golden feast to my hearty my 
understanding, and my imagmatiolL I think en- 
tirely with you, that the society of thoi^ we loive 
is of considerably heightened glow ki a seclusion 
adorned profiis^ widi scenic charms^ far from 
die interrupting and engiossing^ ceremonies of city 
life, where g^ierous Sfurits are liable to ivequent 
hectics from the spleen and envy bf others. 

Mr.Whall^s sensiihilides must at intervals be 
darkly gloomed by the terrible aspect of our a^ 
fairs on the continent; so assnred, as he has al- 
ways asserted himself, of the success of that war-' 
hie. Biit I i^ree with you, that, gM»ded as we 

TOl. III. B h 
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are, by our insular situationy from evory evil of 
war^ except that which is much the lightest, die 
expence of it, we certainly experience, amidst 
our warmest patriotism, how trivial the concern 
we feel for public misfortunes, compared to diat 
which results frt>m calamities descending on our- 
selves, or on those who, being really dear to us, 
become other selves. One is as the passing 
cloud — at worst the summer storm, whose violence 
soon exhausts itself, nor long obstructs the re- 
turning sun of cheerfulness and peace; — the other 
are the heavy, deep, continual, all-day rains of de- 
solating winter. 

Mr Whalley and I are equally attached to our 
own form of government ; are equally convinced 
that die subordinations of society are vital to its 
true happiness and enduring prosperity ; but we 
entirely disagree about the present war. Main- 
tain it, or we are undone, is his creed; renounce 
it, or we are undone, is mine. Our fleets will 
yet, will ever, I trust, be able to defend our wa- 
ter-walled island from foreign invasion; — ^but what 
shall quell the increasing force of our internal 
miscreants, whose dire ambition raises and stimu* 
lates the discontents of the lower classes, in the 
impious hope of being able " to ride the whirl- 
wind, and direct the storm i" What shall pre- 
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vent the minous increase of their influence, if we 
persist in this hopeless waste of blood and na- 
tional treasure, now sluicing on the continent? 
When we have thus entirely lavished the means 
of curbing the monsters of sedition, public mi- 
series will come to our bosoms with all the force 
of private calamities, nay, virith more complicated 
and heavier direness; 

'* Terror, perplexity, aod wild dismay i 
Nor life, nor property secured, nor home, 
The sacred blessing of tliat life, be ours." — 

Defend as, O God, from times so perilous ! 

Let me hear about your home, your new 
home, when yoa write to me next ; not of its 
situation, — that you have already described, — ^but 
of the sensations with which it inspires you. 
May health and cheerful energy of spirit be ever 
its Lares ! 
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C. SwfYTH, Esq. erf Christ's CoUege, Oxford. 

Lichfield, August 3, 1794. 

I HAVE saidy '^ why tany his chariot wheels f " 
Your last letter, inspiring Ae hope of seeing jou 
soon after its arrival, justified that question, and 
occasioned this silent remissness in my pen. I 
hoped to have thanked you in person for a let- 
ter which combines the ingenuity and grace of 
epistolary talent with the kindest spirit of frieod- 
ahip. 

What has deprived me of this, expected plea« 
sure i — Missing this little city, have you realised 
the agreeable idea of visiting those scenes 

^ Where oar old bards, the ftmon* droids, lie, 
And sacred Dera spreads her wisitd ttream^ 

There would your imagination kindle in tracii^ 
the vestiges of times loi^ past, and your el^ant 
pencil find employment of the most gratifying 
kind, where Nature puts on all her grandeur, and 
wantons in all her luxuriance. 
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I read not, Bekher doubtless do jou, die Novel- 
trash of the day. Hours are too precioos for suck 
frivolona waste, where the mind has in itself anj 
valuable resources ; yet are th^e a few pens 
which possess the power so to insfMrit those fond 
fancies of the brainy as to render them giatifying 
to an imaginatioo which demands more to please 
it than amorous story. Mrs Radcliffe s pen is of 
this number. Though she aims not at the higb- 
ly important morality of die great Richardson, 
nor possesses scarce a portion of his ample, his 
matchless ability, in discriminating characters, 

'' Yet does she moant, and keep her distant way 
Above the limits of the vulgar page.^ 

Her Mysteries of Udolpho is a much superior 
work to her Romance of the Forest. The first 
volume of that is fine, the rest heavy, uninterest- 
ing, and contain very affected writii^. Udol- 
pho contains enough to> awaken and interest at- 
tention in every volume. I was, however, fre- 
quently wearied in the perusal, since> though her 
powers of scenic description are very consider* 
able, she wants judgment to be aware that the in** 
cessant and laboured exertion of those powen 
counteracts their influence, weakening it by de- 
grees, till attention sinks in languid satiety. Her 
st^le is fine, and her poetic mottos admirably 
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chosen, nor are the interspersed verses without 
beauty ; but her great fort is in displaying terri- 
fic images, llie object behind the mysterious 
veil, described at first only by saying what it b not, 
and the long deserted bed-chamber of the late 
Marchionessi form a very august exhibition of 
the terrible graces, who never frown with effect 
but when they are led by the hand of Genius 
Adieu ! 
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Miss Sykbs. 

Lichfield^ Atig. 8, 1794. 

It was my design to have been in your neigh- 
bourhood ere this time. My general health stands 
much in need of the renovation I hope for from 
coast residence and sea-bathing ; but I have been 
vexatiously detained by successive disappointments 
in procuring the chaise I want to purchase in place 
of my old one. 

The season is now too far advanced for the 
stormy coast of the north. There is little, pro- 
bability of an autumn so calm and golden as might 
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permit frequent bathing, at Scarborough or Brid- 
lington,, through the course, of the ensuing. Sep- 
tember. The warm shore and serene seas of 
Weymouth, with the convenience of its covered 
baths, permit bathing even in the winter. From 
peculiarity of situation, I am informed that the 
ocean is, in rough weather, a disarmed monster 
that opens not, as on other shores, 

'' Her cavem'd jaws, yoraginooi and vast.** 

The despotic necessities of my health have 
therefore induced a reluctant change as to the 
plan of my marine residence. Still more reluc- 
tant it would be, could I have had the least chance 
of meeting Mrs Sykes and yourself> by taking the 
Yorkshire coast. Enough of mortification, how- 
ever, remains to me, in bein^ deprived of a few 
days residence at Westella and Foxholes. Ob- 
servation forbids me to expect one of those soft 
autumns, which sometimes so beautifully termi- 
nate the lightsome months, but which I never 
knew succeed to a summer arid and sultry as this 
has proved. Dan Phisbus is much too chary of 
his smiles to our moist island, never dispensing 
them in such long continuance. Already the winds 
and rains are become frequent, threatening to ruffle, 
and stain^ and darken the equinox. 
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Mr Saville sets OHt to-moimr far Bannoiithp 
<» die VfdA coasts furfomg to «il hit loag 
kind friends, Ifr aad Mn Boberts, al tbeir aew 
liome, on • rommtic maimtmn, which ofcrioob 
the celelMBted Vale of Lanprilea, bcm wKeaee 
Bannoudi is only a d^s joaneyf leading tntel-' 
kn thiou^ the loveliest scenery in Wales* Mr 
S. and his dau^ter often speak of yonr and Mrs 
Sykes' goodness to them ; and, with my courai 
White, are frequent in inquiries, wbidi dear Miss 
Sykes* averseness to her pen seldom allows me 
to ^gratify. 

Returning home, I trust you met the honoured 
master of the groves I love, in ckar-Mf^t^d cheer- 
fulness. Present me aifectiooately there, and in 
dieir vicara^. 
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James Mitchel, 'Esq. 

High Lake, Sept. 5, 1794* 

I PROMISED to write to you, my dear Sir, when 
I found myself setded on some coast or odmr, 
else had you heard from me cm my first receiving 
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the elegai^ chaise, for vfhicb I am indebted to 
your exertioiis* There was no exaggeration in 
Mr Windiis' description. I think, and better 
jtui^es than myself think, it well worth the money 
I gave for it. 

You know I purposed going to Weymouth ; 
but the Court's residence there rendered lovely 
Mrs Colville's obliging efforts to procuce me 
lodgings on that mild coast wholly fruitless. She 
was fixed upon it before the royal bustle com- 
menced. It would have been rashness to attempt 
the seas of Scarborough or Bridlington, lashed 
into fury as they so assuredly will be by the equi- 
noctial tempests. This place wi^s recommended 
to me as yielding waves accessible, from pecu* 
liarity of i^tuation, as those of Weymouth itself, 
where they creep on the shore, disarmed of all 
their rage, by the interposition of Portland Island* 
A kindred serenity is produced here by a ridge of 
sands some miles in length. It rises in the ocean, 
about half a mile from the shore, and is oppo- 
site to these downs. The sea, thus divided from 
the main, is properly enough termed Lake ; but 
wherefore the epithet High is added, it might per- 
haps be difficult to say. The spring-tides en- 
tirely cover this sandy eminence twice in the 
twenty-four hours ; but those of ebb leave a part 
of it visible. The. glassy smoothness of this ma- 
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line lake affords charming bathing for cowards. 
This morning is very stormy, yet I found not, on 
immersing, that the waves were high^ than are 
those of the Yorkshire coasts in their calmest hours. 
But if Neptune is a placid, he is, however, a des- 
potic monarch at High Lake, nqf suffers us, from 
the softness of his distant sands, to plunge in far 
receded billows. Near the coast^ they are adr 
mirably firm and smooth, two or three miles in 
extent to right and left. Whether the waters of 
the Dee and of the Mersey, flowing into this lake, 
do or do not somewhat abate its saline properties, 
is disputed. They seem, to my taste, less salt 
than those of the north coast, but exhibit the va- 

» 

ried tints of the ocean. 

High Lake is a new place ; the house, built by 
Sir John Stanley, was finished only in 179^« The 
apartments are handsome and commodious, and 
the accommodations wonderfully comfortable for 
a situation without either town, or even village, in 
its neighbourhood. 

The fine downs on which this edifice stands are 
level and extensive, affoitling the best walking 
imaginable. A light and sandy soil leaves them 
almost instantly dry even after heavy rain. They 
extend to the cliffs all round the house, whose 
side-front looks to the main ocean. Beyond the 
sand island it is open, and to the eye unbounded. 

8 
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On the left^ it flaws down, at high-water, into the 
river Dee, in a broad channel ; and the opposite 
shores of Wales and her mountains are sufficient- 
ly, if not sublimely, picturesque. 

This has been such a scene of resort all sum- 
mer, that numbers endeavoured to gain admit- 
tance in vain. We are now a very pleasant so- 
ciety — gentlemen and ladies, to the amount of 
about forty. Miss Remmington of Lichfield, 
elegant in her figure, and pleasing in her manners, 
accompanied me hither. This young lady, my 
maid, and myself, travelled within ten miles of 
this place very comfortably in the Mitchelino 
upon wheels. With the odd ancientry of Ches- 
ter we were much amused ; it renders that city 
perfectly unique. Provokingly detained at Nes« 
ton, by waiting for horses, we were obliged to 
borrow the two dusky hours, between seven and 
nine, for travelling from that place to High Lake. 
They obliged us to take four, which, being miser- 
able Roziuantes, had difficulty enough in dmgging 
us o\er roads of frightful ruggedness. If an in- 
fant Cynthia had not shed her pale gleams, pro- 
pitious though faint, I know not what would have 
become of three cowards, beneath the clouds of 
night, and in roads so perilous. The clean and 
lonely village, on the extreme verge of the penin- 
sula, is properly called Neston, originally^ I sup- 



pose, Nest-Towo. %t is, kideed, a nesl from tlie 
stonns of the ocean, which it immedittel j over- 
hai^« We find pleasure iii contemplatiiig its 
neat little church and churchjard on that aoli- 
tary eminence, lashed by the tempestuous waves. 

We made our first ^ntr6 amoiq^ the bBlowa 
of High Lake this monung; yet seem they scarce- 
ly to deserve die nam^ of billows.-'^reatures who 
fear the sea need not fear a sea ^ke this. The 
ocean was quite a new sight to the bright eyes of 
Miss Remmington; and though, from Neston 
promontory it first met ^em, crimsoned with the 
glories of ^ settii^ sim, she avowed herself dis- 
appointed in the total absence of its expected 
sublimity. She dies to see it aniinated by some 
of its terrible graces ; nor can I help wishing that 
one of the inevitable storms of the equinox may 
arise during our stay heire, to affioird bar that gra- 
tification. 

But I have not yet told you the pleasantest 
circumstance of our excursion. Coy Thomas 
White came to us from Buxton on Friday, and 
purposes to stay a fortnight. He enchants the 
company with his delightful Vmgs. You know 
his voice is a clear contra-tenor ; that his shake is 
fine, and that he sings widi taste and expression. 
This talent has produced much gratification to the 
company assembled on our marine promontory. 
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where we breathe the purest air imaginable ; but, 
as yet, I cannot boast that it has brought health 
to me. Health, which, like competence, though 
it may sometimes fail to bestow happiness, and 
requires auxiliary blessings to secure that rare pos- 
session, will yet suffer no haj^iness to exist inde- 
pendent of its influence. 
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